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RACHEL ADAMS 


Ex-Slave - Age 78. 


Rachel Adams' two-room, frame house is perched 
on the side of a steep hill. where peach trees and bamboo form — 
dense shade. Stalks of corn at the rear of the dwelling reach al- 
most to the roof ridge and a portion of the front yard is enclosed 
for i" chicken yard. Stepping gingerly around the amazing number 
of nondescript articles scattered about the small veranda, the visi- 
tor rapped several times on the front door, but received no response. 
‘ neighbor said the old woman might be found at her son's store, but 
she vas finally located at the home of a daughter. , 

Rachel came to the front door with a sandwich of” 
hoecake and cheese in one hand and a glass of water in the other. 
"DLs here's Kachel Adams," she declared. "dave a seat on de porch,” 
Rechel is tall, thin, very black, and wears glasses. Her faded pink 
ousing wrapper was partly covered by an apron made of a heavy meal 
cack. Tennis shoes, worn without hose, and a man's black hat com- 
nleted her outfit. 

Rachel begen her story by saying: "Miss, dats 
been sich a long time back dat I has most forgot how things went. 
any,ow i wes borned in Putman County ‘bout two miles from natonton, 
4eorgia. My Ma and Fa was ‘Melia and Isaac Little and, far as I 


kniows, dey was borned and bred in dat same county. Pa, he was sold 


eee : Qs 


away from Me when I was still a baby. Mats job was to weave all 


de cloth for de white folks. I have wore many a dress made out of 
de homespun what she wove. Were was 17 of us chillun, and 1 can't 
‘member de names of but two of ‘em now - dey was John and Sarah. John 
was Mats onliest son; all de rest of de other 16 of us was gals. 


"Us lived in mud-daubed log cabins what had old 


stack chimblies made out of sticks and mud. Our old home-made beds 


didn't ave no slats or metal springs neither. Dey used stout cords 

for springs. 4e cloth what dey made the ticks of dem old hay mattress- 

es and pillows out of was so coarse dat it scratched us little chillun 

most to death, it geen lak to us dem days. I kin still feel dem ola 

hay mattresses under me now. | Lvyvy time I moved at night it sounded 

leak de wind blowin' through dem peach trees and bamboos ‘round de 

front of de house whar I lives now. | | 
"Grandma Anna was 115 years old when she died. She 


aaa g€one wore herself out in slavery time. Grandpa, he was sold off 
e ‘ (Oa ET, 


sOmewhar. Both of ‘em was field hands. 


Lee 


“Potlicker and cornbread was fed to us chillun, 
eee er enema trans Feacieecy ae ———) . 


21% of big old wooden bowls. iwo or three chillun et out of de 


same bowl, Grown folks had meat, greens, syrup, cornbread, ‘taters 


— 


soc de lak. ‘Possums! I should say so. Dey cotch plenty of ‘em 
1 Seeeeneremcnee H a 
tnd etter dey was kilt wa would scald ‘em and rub tem in hot ashes and 


“£% cleantt ‘em just as pretty and white. O0-o-0 but dey was good. 


.crd, Yessumf~ Dey used to go fishin’ and rabbit huntin' too. Us jus! 


rotened in game galore den, for it was de style dem days. Vere warn't 


3. «. 


no market meat in slavery days: Seemed lak to ge im dem. days dat 
ash-roasted ‘taters snd groundpeas was de best somepin t' set what 
anybody could want. ‘Course dey had a gyarden, and At hed sonepin 
of jus' about evvything what. us knowed anything ‘bout in ae. wey of | 
geyarden sass growin' in it.. All de ccokin' was done in dem big -old 


open fireplaces what was fixed up special for de pots and ovens, 
scnaake tes most as good as 'taters cooked in de ashes, but not quite. 
“Summertime, us jus* wore homespun @resses made -- 
lak de slips dey use for underwear now. De coats what us wore over 
our etl dresses in winter was knowed as 'saeques! den, ‘cause dey was 
so loose fittin’. Dey was heavy and_hed wool in tem too. Marse 
Lewis, he had a plenty of dies "cause dey was bound to have ‘lots of 


warm winter clothes, and den’too, dey lakked mutten to eat. Oh dem «- 


old brogan shoes was coarse and rough. When Marse Lewis dine: a cow 
kilt dey put de hide in de tannin’ vat. When de hides was ready, 
Unele Ben mada up de shoes, and sometimes aey let Uncle Jasper holp 
him if dere was many te be made all at one time. Us wore de same 
sort of clothes on Sunday as evvyday, only dey had to be clean’ and 
fresh when dey was put on Sundey mornin’, ; 

"Marse Lewis Little and his wife, Miss Sallie, 
owned us, and Old Miss, she died long "fore de surrender. meee Powis, 
ne was right good to all his slaves; but dat overseer, he would. beat 
us down in a minute if us didn't do to suit him. When dey give slaves 
vesks to do and dey warn't done in a certain time, dat old overseer 


* 
* 
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would whup "em ‘bout det. Marater never had to ‘teke none ‘of his 

Niggers to court or put ‘om in jails ey and: ae overseer, 
sot ‘em right. Long as Wigs Sallie lived de carriage ‘driver driv 

her and marse Lewis around lots, but etter she died dere warn't SO 
much use of de carriage. He jus driv for serse Lewis and piddlea 
‘round de sara den. 

"Some slaves larnt to read and write. ‘If dey went . 
to meetin' dey had to go wid dele white folks t cause aey didn't have 
no sepfrate churches for de Niggers ‘til atter de war. On our, 
Merster's place, slaves didn't go off to meetin! a trall. Dey just 

enna 


went ‘round to one another's Reus and sung songs. "Some of tem 


tsatreanee ee 


reed de Bible by heart. Once f heared a man preach what didn't know 
aa Se ame 


Lae remnant iia 2 
enemas sasen Rotana 


how to read one word in de Bible, and he didn't even _ have no ‘Bible Hite 
"De fust baptizin' I ever seed was ated t was | 

nigh tbout grown. If a slave from our erage ever jined up wid a church 

‘fore de war was ower, I never heared tell nothin' ‘bout. it. 

a “Lordy, Miss? I didn't know nothin? Pout arse 

3 funeral was dem days. If a Nigger died dis.momin", acy sho! 

didn't waste no time Bepurein’ hin right on down in de ground soci 

Sere aay. Dem coffins never hed no shape to Tem; dey was just squar- 

slaved pine boxes. Now warn't dat turrible? 
"Slaves never went nowhar widout dem patterollers 


been? _em up if dey didn’ t have no pass. 


"Dere was hunderds of acres in dat dere plantation. 


“rse Lewis had a heap of slaves. De overséer, he had a bugle what ._ 
: ; . rer tenement 


he blowed to wake up de slaves. ‘He blowed it long: ‘ foreuday BOR” 
det dey could’eat breakfast and be out dere in de fields waitin’ — 
for de sun to rise so dey. could see bow to wuk, and dey: stayed. out 
dar and wukked ‘til black dark.. When a rainy spell come and de 
grass got to growin' fast, dey wukked dem slaves at night, even 
waen de moon warn't shinin?, On dem dark nights one set of slaves 
nelt lanterns for de others to see how to chop de weeds out of de 
cotton and corn. uk was shot tight dem days. Evvy slave had a 
task to do atter hes got back to dem cabins at night. Dey each one 
ned to spin deir stint same as de *omans, evvy night. ae 
"Young and old washed deir clothes Sadday nights. 
Dey hardly knowed what Sunday was. Dey didntt have but one day in de 


Shristmas, and de only diff'unce dey seed dat day was dat dey give ~ 


‘em some biscuits on Uhristmas day. New Year's Day was rail-splittin‘ 


day. Dey was told how many rails wes to be cut, and dem Niggers — 
better split dat many or somebody was gwine to git beat up. 

"I don't "member much ‘bout what us played, ‘cept 
de way us run ‘round in a ring. Us chillun was ailus skeered to play 


in de thicket nigh de house ‘cause Rew Head and Bloody Bones lived 


, 


Aaoar 
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Dey used to skeer us out ‘bout red 'taters. Dey wes fine 


‘taters, red on de outside and pretty and white on de inside, but 


white folks called ‘em tnigeer-killers.' Dat was one of deir tricks « 
Sue inteeennnteintre) 


to veop us from stealin' dem ‘taters. Dere warn't nothin’ wrong wid - 
Tr aneess ce nt 8 NAA NT ee At E MEERA 


dem 'taters; dey was jus' as good and healthy as any other ‘taters. 


Gee. 


sb 


Aunt Lucy, she was de cook, and she told me dat slaves was skeered 
a ee ee ee ee Ke 
of dem 'nigger-killert 'taters and never bothered ‘em much den lak 
dey sags de yam patches dese days. I used to think I seed ha'nts 
at night, but it allus turned out to be somebody dat was tryin*t to 
skeer me. | | 

"tBout de most fun slaves had was at dem corn- 
shuckints. De general wouid git high on top of de corn pile and 
ee and holler down leadin' dat cornshuckin' song 'til all de corn 
was done shucked. Den come de big eats, de likker, and de dancin’. 
Cotton pickin's was big fun too, and when dey got Ehieien pickin* de 
cotton dey et and drunk and danced ‘til dey couldn't dance no more. 

“Miss, white folks just had to be good to sick 
slaves, ‘cause slaves was voroperty. For Old kiarster to lose a slave, 
wes losin’ money. Jere warn't so many doctors dem days and home- 
“iade medicines was all de go. Oil and turpentine, camphor, assfiddy 
(asafetida), cherry bark, sweetgum bark; all dem things was used to 
neke teas for grown folks to take for deir ailments. Hed oak bark 
tea was give to chillun for stomach mis'ries. _ 

"All I can ricollect "bout de comin" of freedom 
ves Old marster tellin’ us dat us was free as jack-rabbits and dat 
from den on Niggers would have to git deir own somepin tteat. It 
wern't long atter dat when dem yankees, wid pretty blue evathes-on 


coré through our place and dey stole most evvything our Marster had. 


Tice : 


Dey kilt his chickens, hogs, and cows and tuk bee hosses off and 
sold tem. Dat didn't loék right, dia ite 
| "My aunt give us a big weadint feast when I 

married Tom Adams, and she sho’ did pile up dat table wid heaps 
of good eatments. My weddin' dress Wes blue ,. trimmed in white. 
Us had six ehillun, nine grandchillun, and 19 erectceranteniaian 
One of my grendchillun is done been blind since he aa three one 
old. I sont him off to de blind school and now he kin git around. 
tmost as good as I kin. He has made his home wid me ever since his 
weammy died. 

| "tCordin' to my way of thinkin’, Abraham Lincoln 


eee 
done a good thing when he sot us free. Jeff Davis, he was all right 
ee ee ie es Ate? 8 ain IOE EASTER 


too, ‘cause if him and Lincoln hadn't got to fightin’ us would have 
been slaves to dis very day. It's mighty good to do jus' as you 
please, and bread and water is heaps better dan dat somepin t'eat us 


nad to slave for. 


"I jined up wid de church ‘cause I wanted to ZO 


tc geben when 1 dies, and if folks lives Tight dey shot is gwine 
to have a good restin' place in de next world. Yes Mam, I sho 
b'lieves’ in ‘ligion, dat 1 does. Now, siiss, i Fou ain't got nothin' 
else to ax me, I'se gwine home and give dat blind boy his somepin 


tteat.” 


e@oeoeneve sean 
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Washington Allen, <xeSlave,. 
Borns Descmber » 2854. 
Place of birth: "Some where” in South Carolina, 
Present Residence: 1952. Fifth Avenue, Columbus, Coorgia. 
Interviewed s December 16, £956. 

a 


* 


Z 
the story of “Unele isash", ag he is familiarly known, is condensed 


as follows; 


He wes born on the plantation of a Mr. Washington Allen of South 
Carolina, for whom he was named. This ir. Allen had several sans 
and daughters, and of these, one son =~ Mr, George Allen < who, | 
during the 1850"g left hia South Caroline home and settled near 
LaFayette, Alabama. About 1858, if. Washington Allen died snd te 
next year, when "Wash" wes "a five - year old shaver", the Allen 
estate in South Carolina wes divided - - all exeept the Allen 
Revro slaves, These, at the inatenee and inaistenee of YW. George 
Allen, were taken to LaFayette, Alabama, to be sold. All were nut 
on she blook and auetioned off, Mr. George Allen buying every 


N@sro, SO thet not «# ging le slave femily was divided up. 


"Uncle vast" does not remember what he "feteled at de sale", but he 
does distinetly remember that as he stenped up on the blook to 


be sold) the auctioneer ran his hené "over my heed and enids 


Genilmens, dia boy is as finebs apiit silk". | then, when Hr. 
George Allen had bought al the Allen slaves, it dawnec upen them, 
and they appreciated, why he had insisted on their being sold in 
Alabama, rather than in Jouth Carolina, 


Before he was six years of age, little "Wash" lost his mother and, 
from then until freedom, he was personally cared for snd looked 
after by Mra. George Allens an@ the 014 man wept every time he 


mentioned her name, 


During the "60%, "Unele iash's" father drove a mnil and passenger 
stege between Cusseta and LaFayette, Alabama - - and, finally died 
and wes buried et LaFayette by the side of his wife. “Uncle Yash" 
"drifted over" to Columbus about fifty years ago and is now living 
with his two surviving children. 


le hag been married four times, all hia wives dying "naehul" deathe, 


te hag also "buried four chillun", 


re was taught to read end write by the sons and daughters of Mr, 
George Allen, nané attended chureh where a oneeeyed white preacher << 
nomed ir. Terrentine -- preaghed to the slaves each Sunday 

"evenin’" (afternoon). ‘he salery of this preseher was paid by 


Ny, George Allen. 


-hen asked what tria prencther mauaually preached about, "Unele 


“ah" answered: "He was a one-eyed man an® souldn’ gee good: so, 


Beier BS Reema ear op tse hte is ayaa by Raia nv at sot de Sec Nat 


he mout afmade sone mistnkes, but te sho tole us plenty ‘bout 


hell fire °n brimstone," 


"Unole wash" 1s s literal worshipper of the memory of his "old 


tine white fokes,.* 


qf 


pat 


dg. R. Jones 


@ 
iF) 425 -- Second Ave, 
yy Columsus, Georgia. 


fJune 29, 19357) 


In a second interview, the suemission of which was voluntarily 
gougzht ay himself, this very interesting specimen of e renidly 
reanishing type expressed a desire to amend his previous inter- 
view (of May 10, 1957) to incorporate the following facts: 

"For a nunber of years before freedom, my father 

eough». his time from his master and traveled 

about over Russell County (Alawama) as a journey- 

man wlacksmith, doing work for verious planters 

and meking good money - - ss oney went in those 

days - - on the side, At the close of the war, 

however, though he hac a trunk full of Confederate 

money, all of his sood money was sone, 

Father could neither read nor write, sut had a good 

heac for figures and was very nious. Fis life had 

& wonderful intluence upon me, though I was orisinally 

worldly - - that is, I drank snd cussed, sut heven't 

touched a drop of spirits in forty years end cult cussing 

aos L @nueréd thé ministry in 1879. 

I learned t9 pray when very youne and kept it up even 

in mr unseved days. My white master's folks knew me 
to se & praying ‘soy, end :sked me -- in 1865 -- when tke 
South wes about whipped end General Wilson was headed our 
way - - to pray to God to hold the Yankees back, of 


ccurse, I didn't have any love for any Yankees -- and 


haven't now, for that matter -- #ut I told ny white 


42 
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folks straight-from-the-shoulder that I could not pray 
along those lines. I told them flaefootedly that, while 
I loved them and would do any reasonatle praying for 
them, I could not pray agsinst my conscience: that T 


4 


not only wanted to we free, but that I wanted to see all 

the Nesroes freed$ 

I then told them that God was using the Yankees to 

scourge the slave-holders just as He had, centuries we- 
fore, used heathens and outcasts to chastise His chosen 
people -- the Children of Israel." 

it is to we noted that, for 2 slave voy of ketween gmpproxi- 


15 and 17 years of age, remarkasle familiarity with the ola 


Sestanent was displayed. ) 


Gre Parson then entered into a mild tirade against Yenkees, saying; 


1 
pee ans 


"The only time the Northern veople ever helped the 
Nigger was when they freed him. They-are not fri2nds 
of the Megro and many a time, from my pulpit, heve I 
warned Miegers avout going North. Wo, sir, the colored 
man Goesn't selong in the North - ~ has no susiness up 
there, and you may tell the world that the Reverend 

WY. B. Allen mekes no snes about sayine that! Fe also 
says that, if it wasn't for the influence of the white 
race in the South, the Negro race would revert to 
savagery within e year! jihy, if they knew for dead 
gevtain trat there was not a policeman or officer of the 
law in Columsus tonig!t, the »ood Lord only knows what 


they'd do tonight"! 


“2n the good Parson had delivered himself as quoted, he was asked 


2 f£aw questions, the answers to which - - as shall follow -- 

disclose their nature. | a 
"The lowest down whites of slavery days were the 
average overseers, A few were gentlemen, one must 
‘admit, wus the reguler run of them were trash -- 
commoner than the boor white trash’ ~ - and, if 
possisle, th-ir children were worse than their dade 
dies. The neme, ‘overseer’, was a synonym for 
'sleve Griver't, 'eruelty', 'erutishness', 

Wo, sir, a Nigger may we humsle and ref.se to 

telk outside of his rece - - wecause he's afraid 

to, ~ut you can't fool him asout a white man! 

ang you coulén't fool him when he was a slave! 

Fe knows a white men for what ke is, anc he knew 


him the same wavy in slavery times. 


Jvucerning the punishment of slaves, the Denese Said. 
"I never hearg or knew of 2 slave teing tried in 
court Tor any thing. I never «new of a slave seing 
euilty of any crime more serious than taxing some- 
thing or violating plantation rules. And the only 
punishm-nt thet I ever heerd or knew of se@ing edmin- 
istverec sleves wes whinopine. 
I have personally s.nown a fev slaves that vere seaten 


o-Fenses: 


——_—n, 


to death for one or mo -e of ihe follovin 
Leaving home without a pass, 

Telkine sack to - - 'sassing' - - a white nersgon, 
Histing another Negro, 


Fussing, fighting, and rukkussing in the quarters, 


ying, 7 

Loitering on their work, . 

Taking things - - the Whites called it stealing 

Plantation rules forbade a slave to: 

Own a firearn, 

Leave home without es pass, a 

sell ae buy anything without his master's consent, 

Marry without his owner's consent, | 

‘Have a light in his cavin after a certain hour at night, 

Attend any secret meeting, 

Harbor or, any manner assist a runaway slave, 

Asuse a farm animel, 

Mistreat a member of his family, and do 

A pred many other ‘ctawe. 
when asked if he had ever heard slaves plot an insurrection, the Parson 
enswered in the negative. 
deen asked if he had personal knowledge of an instance of a Slave 
offering resistence to corporal punishment, the Reverend shook his 
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read, tut said: 
"Sometimes a stripped Nigger would say some hard 
- things to the white man with the strap in his 
hand, though he knew that he (the Negro) would 
pay for it dearly, for when a slave showed spirit 
that way the master or overseer laid the lash on 


all the herder," 


“cen asxed how the women took their whippings, he said: 
"They Usually screamed and prayed, though a 


few never made a sound," 


i 


The Parson haa had two wives and five children. Both wives and 


three of his children are dead. He is also now superannuated, 
wut occasionally does a "little preaching", having only recently 
seen down to Montezuna, Georgia, on a special call to deliver a 


message to the Methodist flock there. 


Onet a man, twkee a child," gi noted. Jack Atkineon, grey haired 


darkey, when being interviewed, "and T aone. started in ny second 


ehiléhood. I usiter be active as a oat, but I ain't, no mo.™ 


Jack acquired his sirname ‘from his white master, a ue, “Ateinson, r 
who owned this Negro ‘family prior to _the War Between the States. 
Le was a little boy during the war but remembers "refugeeing” to 


Geiffin from Butts County, Ceorgia, with the Atkingons when Sherman 
oo od a 
passed by their home on his march to the sea. ie. 


1 Be ck's father, Pom, the hody-servant of Mere Atkinson, nti care 
dar 


or t pin" ue (cour) yoars they were away at Ware “Many's the time qT 
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i 
| done heard my daddy tell "bout biting his hands he wuz so hongry, 
a nd him and imp ter drinking water outer the rvts of the road, they 


uz so thirsty, during the war." 1% 


"308g Man (Me. Atkinson), waz ag fina man as ever broke bread", 


according to Jack. = 
_ 


ok 


hen asked how he got married he stated that he "broke off a “love 


rine and throwed it over the fence and if it growed" he would get é 


_neeried., ‘the yine "just growed and growed" and it wasn't long 
- - 
before he and Luey married, 


TA bootin? ow is a sho eign of rain, end a “soresch | ‘owl means 


© death, for a fact. ae 
ty a ee a sign of rain," 


Jaok maintains that he has received "a second blessing from 


the Lord" and "no conjurer can bother him." 


Jeck Atkinson 


Griffin, Georgia 


Interviewed August 21, 1926 


Whitley, | a Minnie B, Ross. — 
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When the writer was presented to Mrs. Hannah Austin she was 
immediately impressed with her alert youthful appearance. Mrs. Austin is 
well preserved for her age and speaks clearly and with much intelligence. 
The interview was 4 brief but interesting one. This was due partly to the 
fact thet Mrs. Austin was & small child when The Civil War ended and too be- 
cause her family was clessed as “tow slaves" 80 classed because of their. 
superior intelligence. 

Mrs. austin was a child of ten or twelve years sah the war 
enced. She doesn't know her exact age but estimated it to be Sevesen 
seventy and seventy five years. — She was born the oldest child of Liza - 
and _George Fall, Their master Mr. Frank Hall was very kind to them and 
considerate in his treatment of thems. - 

Bridfly Mrs. Austin gave the following account of slavery as 
she knew it. ‘My family lived in a two room well built house which had many 
iinaaws and a nice large porch. Our master, Mr. Hall was @ merchant and 
operated a clothing store. | Because Mr, Hall lived in town he did not need 
but a few slaves. iy family which included my mother, father, sister, and 
myself ade We only servants. Originally Mr. Hall did not om any slaves, 
however aries marrying Mrs. Hall we were given to her ‘by her father es e part 
of her inheritance, 

My mother nursed Mrs. aaa from a baby, consequently the Hall 
family was very fond of her and often made the statement that they woudl not 


part with her for anything in the workd, besides working as the cook for the 


Hall family my mother was also a fine seamstress and made clothing for the 


: Page 20. 
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master's family and for our family. .. We were allowed an ample amount of 

food clothing which Mr. Hell selected — the stock in his store. My father 
worked as a porter in the store and did other gobs around the house. I id 
not heve to work and Saeut Heat OF ity time playing with the Hall children. We 
were considered the better class of slaves and did not caew the meaning of a 
herd time. 

Other slave pees whipped iets dines severely end often, but 
I have never known our master to whip any one of my Santee If any one in 
the family became i111 the family doctor was called in as often as he was needed. 

We did not have churches of our own but were allowed to attend - 
the white churches in the afternoon. The White families attended in the fore- 
noon, We seldom heard a true religious sermon; but were constantly preached 
the coctrine of obedience to our masters and mistresses, We = required to 
attend church every Sunday, 

Marriages were conducted in much the same manner as they are 
today, after the usual courtship a minister was celled in by the master and 
the marriage ceremony would chan take place. In my opinion people of todey 
are more lax in their attitude toward marriage than they were in those days. 
following the marriage of a slave couple a celebration would teke plece often 
*he master and his family would take part in the celebration, 

‘I remember hearing my mother and father discuss the war; but 
wes too young to know just the effect the war would have on the sleve. One 
sey I remember Mr. Hall coming to my mother telling her we were free. His 
exact words were quote - “Liza you don't belong to me any longer you belong 
to yourself, If you are hired now I will have to pay youe I do not want 


you to leave as you have a home here as long as you live." I watched my — 


“other to see the effect his words would have on her and I saw her eyes fill 
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with tears. Mr. Hall's eyes filled with tears also. 

| Soon after this incident a Yankee Army aeeacet in our village 
one days They practically destroyed Mr. Hall's store by throwing all clothes 
and other merchandise into the streets. Seeing my sister end I they turned . 
tous saying, "Little meee you are free there are no more masters and 
mistresses, here ea gomeaeiwe to these Lewes take them home with you. Not 
mowing any better we carried stockings, socks, dresses, underwear and many 
other pieces home, After this they opened the smoke house door and told us 


to gO in and take all of the meat we wanted. 
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On another occasion the mistress called me asking that I come in © 
the yard to play with the children". Here Mrs. Austin began to laugh and re- 
marked "I did not go but politely told her 1 was free and didn't belong to any 
one but my mama and papa. As I spoke these words my mistress began to cry. 

: My mother and father continued to live with the Halls even after 
freedom and until their deaths. Although not impoverished most of the Hall's 
fortune was wiped out with the war", 

Mrs. Austin married at the age of 16 years; end was the mother 
of four children, all of whom sre dead. She was very ambitious and was de- 
termined to get an education if such was scueperee After the ai Northern 
white people-came south and set up schools for the education of Negroes. 
she remembers the organization of the old Storrs School from which one of the 
pressnt Negroes Colleges Originatede 

Mrs. austin proudly spoke of her old blue back speller®, which 
she still possesses; and of the days when she attended Storrs School. 

As the whiter made ready to depart Mrs. austin smilingly in-— 


formed her that she had told her all that she knew about slavery; end every 


vord spiken was the truth. 


A FEW FACTS oF SLAVERY" 


a a a ihe Told by Celestia ‘Avery-BxSlave 

Mrs. Gal satin Avery | is a siiail mulatte women about 5 ft. in netenes - She 
has a remarkably fiisnse memory in view of the fact that she is about 75 years of 
age. Before the interview began she reminded the writer that the facts to be 
related were either told to her by her grandmother, Sylvia Heard, or were facts 
which she remembered herself. | 

Mrs. Avery was born 75 years ago in Troupe County, LeGrange, gai; the eighth 
oléest child of Lenora and Silas Heard. There were 10 other children beside 
herself. She and her family were owned by Mr. & Mrs. Peter Heard. In shee days 
the slaves carried the surname of their master; this accounted for all. slaves 
having vn same name whether they were kin or not. 

The owner Mr. Heard had a plantation of about 500 acres and was considered 
.ealthy by all-who knew him. Mrs. Avery was unable to give the exact inves of 
slaves on the plentation, but knew he owned a large number. Cotton: corn, peas, 
potatoes, (etc.) were the main crops raised, ' 2 7 

The homes provided for the slaves were two room leg cabins which’ tad “éne_ 
door and one window. These homes were not built in a group together but were more 
or less scattered over the sieutetrent Slave homes were very imple and only 
contained a home made table, chair and bed which were made of the sane type of 
wood and could easily be cleaned by scouring with sand every Saturday. The beds 
were bottomed with rope which was run backward and forward from one rail to the 
other. On this framework was placed a mattress of wheet ‘straw. Each spriid Ae 
uattresses were emptied and refilled with fresh wheat straw. | 

Slaves were required to prepare their own meals three times a day. This 
“as done in a big open fire place whieh was filled with hot ceals. The master 


did not give them much of a variety of food, but allowed each family to raise their 


Oun vegetables. Fach family ‘was given a hand out of beg@on and meal on Saturdays and 
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through the week.corn ash cakes and meat; which had been broiled on the hot 
cozls was the usuel diet found in each home. The diet did not vary even at 
Christmas only a little fruit was added. 

Each family was provided with a loom and in Mrs, Avery's family, her 
grandmother, Sylvia Heard, did most of the dandiag and spinning of the thread 
into cloth. The most common cloth for women clothes was homespun, and calico. 
This same cloth was dyed and used to make men shirts end pants. Dye was 
orepared by taking a berry known as the shumeke berry and boiling them with 
walnut peelings. Soring and fall were the seasons for masters to give shoes 
snd clothing to sheib eleseae doth men and women wore bprogan shoes, the only 
difference being the piece in the side of the womens. 

Uné woman was required to do the work around the house there was also 
one sisvetaes) required to work around the house doing odd jobs. Other than 
these two every one else was required to do the heavy ark in the fields. 

.ork vegan at "sun up” and lasted until “sun down". In the middle of the 

day the dig bell was rung to summon the workers from the field, for their 
mid-day lunch. After work hours slaves were then free +o dow work around their 
own cabins, such as sewing, cooking (etc.) 

"Once a week Mr. Heard allowed his slaves to have a frolic and folks 
would get broke down from so much dencing” Mrs. Avery remarked. The music 
uss furnished with fiddles. i#ihen asked how the slaves came to own fiddles 
sae replied, "They dought thea with money they earned selling chickens." 

‘4% night slsves would steal off fron the Heard elon go to LaGrange, Ga. 
and sell chickens which they had raised. Of course the masters always required 
“sil of every thing raised by each slave and it was not permsissidle for any 


sleve to sell angthing. Another form of entertainment was the quilting party. 


Every one would go together to different person's home on each separate night . 
of the week and finish that person's quilts, Each night this was repeated until 
ever; one had a sufficient amount of covering for the winter. Any slave oma, 
another plantation, desiring to attend these frolics, could do so after securing 
a pass from their master. | 
mrs. Avery related the occasion when her Uncle William was caught oft the 
Heard plantation without a pass, and was whipped almost to death by the "Pader 
Rollers." He stole off to the depths of thw woods here he built a cave iaies 
enough to live in. A few nights later he came back to the plantation unobserved 


and carried his wife and two children back to this cave where they lived until 


after freedom. ‘hen found years later his wife had given birth to two children.. 


No one was -rer able to find his hiding place and if he saw any one in the woods - 


he would run like a Lion; 

Mr. Heard was a very mean master and was not liked by any one of his Slaves. | 
Secretly each one hated him, He whipped unmercifully and in most Seinen 
unnecessarily. However, he sometimes found it hard to subdue same slaves who 
happened to have very high tempers. in the event this was the Suis he would 
set a pack of hounds on him. Mrs. Avery related to the writer the story told 
to her of Mr. Heard's cruelty by her grandmother. ‘the facts were as follows: 
"Every morning my grandmother would prey, and old man Heard despised to haar 
any one pray sdying they were only doing so that they might become free niggers. 
Just as sure as the sun would rise, she would get a whipping; but this did not 
ston ler prayers every morning before day. This particular time grandmother 
sylvia was in "family way" and that morning she began to pray as usual. ‘The 
master heard her and became so angry he came to her cabin siezed and pulled 


her clothes from her body and tied her to a young sapling. He whipped her so- 
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brutally that her body was raw all over. When darkness fell her husband cut 
her down Pie the tree, during the day he was afraid to go near her. Rather 
than go back to the cabin she crawled on her knees to the woods and her husband 
brought grease for her to grease her raw body. For two weeks the master hunted 
bet could not find her; however, when he finally did, ashe had given birth to 
twins. The only thing that saved her wes the fact that she was a mid-wife and 
always carried a small pin Imife which she used to cut the navel cord of the 
babies. After doing this she tore her petticoat into two pieces and wrapped 
each baby." Grandmother Sylvia lived to get 115 years old. 

Not only was Mr. Henderson cruel. but it seemed that every one he hired 
in the capacity of overseer was just as cruel. For instance, Mrs. Henderson's 
grandmother Sylvia, was told to take her clothes off when she reached the end 
of a row.: She was to be whipped because she had not completed the required 


amount of hoeing for the day. Grandmother continued hoeing until _ she came to 
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a fence; as the overweer reached out to grab her she snatched a fence railing 
and broke it across his arms. On another occasion grandmother Sylvia ran all 
the way to town to tell the master that an overseer was beating her husband 
to death. The master immediately jumped on his horse and started for home; 
and reaching the plantation he ordered the overseer to stop whipping the o14 
man. Mrs. Avery received one whipping, with a hair brush, for As pebedvences 
this was given to her by the mistress. 

Slaves were given separate churches, but the minister, who conducted the 
services, was white. Very seldom did the text vary from the usual one of 
obedience to the master and mistress, and the necessity for good behavior. Every 
one was required to attend chureh , however, the only self expression they could 
indulge in without conflict with the master was that of singing. Any one 


heard praying was given a good whipping; for most masters thought their prayers 
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no good since freedom was the uppermost thought in every one's head. 

On the Heard plantation as on a npmber of others, marriages were made 
by the masters of the parties concerned. Marriage licenses were unheard of. 
If both masters mutually consented, the sate iane ceremony was considered over 
with. After that the husband was given a pass to visit his wife once a week. 
In the event children were born the naming of them was left entirely to the 
master. Parents were not. allowed to name them. 

Health of sleves was very important to every slave owner for lose of 
life meant loss of money to them. Consequently they would call in their family 
doctor, if a slave became seriously il1. In minor cases of illness home remedies 
were used. "In fact," Mrs. Avery smilingly remarked, "We used every thing for 
medicine that grew in the ground." One particular home remedy was known as "Cow 
foot 011" which was made by boiling cow's feet in water. Other medicines used 
were hoarhound tea, catnip tea, and castor oil. Very often medicines and doctors 
failed to save life; and whenever a slave died he wig woried the same day. “Mrs. 
Avery remarked, "If he died before dinner the funeral and burial usually took 
place immediately after dinner." 

Although a very young child, Mrs. Avery remembers the frantic attempt 
sleve owners made to hide their money; when the war broke out. The following 
is a story related concerning the Heard family. Wr. Heard, our master,went 
to the swamp, dug a hole, and hid his money, then he and his wife left for town 
on their horses. My oldest brother, Percy, saw their hiding place; and when the 
Yanks came looking for the money, he carried them straight to the swamps and 
sinks 4he where the money was hidden. ) Although the Yeard farn wad in the 
country the highway was very near and Mrs. Avery told of the long army of sol- 


diers marching to La Grange singing the following song: "Rally around the 
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flag boys, rally around the flag, joy, joy, for freedom." _ ‘When the war ended 
Mr.. Heard visited every slave home and broke the news to each family that they 
were free people and if they so. desired could remain on his plantation. Ure. 
Avery's family moved away, in fact most slave families did, for old man Heard 
had been such a cruel master eversjone was anxious to get away from him. Hows 
ever, one year later he sold his plantation to Nr George Traylor and some of 
the families moved back, Mrs. Avery's family included. | : 

Mrs. Avery married at the age of 16; and was the mother of 14 chiddren, 
three of whom are still living. Although she has had quite a bit of nEAneE ey 
during her life, at present she is quite well and active in spite of her old 
age. She assured the writer that the story of slavery, which she had given 


her, was a true one and sincerely hoped it would do some good in this world, 
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(Negro) 


In @ small house at 175 Phoenix Alley, NE, lives a littie old yomam . 
about 5 ft. 2 ins in height, who is an ex-slave, she greeted the writer with 
a bright anile and nate her enter and have a seat by the amall fire in the 
poorly lighted room. The writer vividly recalled the interview she gave o 
slavery previously and wondered if any are concerning superstitions, sonjure, 
signs, etc. could be obtained from her. After a short convermzation pertaining 
to everyday occurrences, the subject of superstition was broached to Mre. Avery, 
The idea amused her and she gave the writer the following facts: As far aa 
possible the atories are given in her exact wrds. The interviey required 
two days, November $0 and December 2, 1936. | 

"When you see a dog lay on his stomach and slide it is ea true sign or death. 
This is sho true cause it happexed to me. Years ago when I lived on Ping Street 
I was sitting on my steps playing with ny nine-monthe old baby. A friend uv mine 
came by and sat down; and as we set there a dog thet followed her began to slide 
on his stomach. It seared me; and I said to her, did you see that dog? Yes, ID 


sho did. That night my baby died and it wuen't sick at all that day. Rhat's 


the truth and a sho sign of death. Anudder sign of death is ter drean of a new 


born baby. One night not so long ago I dreamt about a new-born baby and you knoy 
I went ter the door and called Miss Mary next door ond told her z dreamed about 
a ney-born baby, and she said, Ohj that's a sho sign of death, The Same week 
that gal's baby over there died, It didn't surprise me when I heerad it cause I 
knowed somebody round here wug go dies" She continued: 

"Listen, child! If ebber you elean your bed, don’t you never s¥eep off 
your springs with a broom. Always wipe 'em with a rag, or use a brush, Jest as 


sho as you do you see @@ experience death avoung you. I took my bed dom and 


swept off my springs, and I jest happened to tell old Mra. Snith; end she jumped 5 
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up and said, *@hild, you ought not done tint cause it's a sig of death.' Sho 
nuff the same night I lost another child thet wus eight years old. The child 
had heart trouble, I think," | 

Mrs. Avery believes in luck to a certain extent. The following are 
examples of how you may obtain luck: 

"I believe you can change your luck by throwing a teaspoonful of sulphur in 
the fire at zackly 12 o'clock in the day, I know last week I was sitting here 
uithout a bit of fire, but I wasn't thinking Bout doing that till a ‘omm came 
. by and told me ter scrape up a stick fire and put a spoonful of sulphur on it; 
and sho nuff in e hour's time a coal man came by and gave me a tub uv coal. Long 
time ago I used ter work fer some white women and every day at 12 o'clock I wus 


told ter put a teaspoonful of sulphur in the fire.* 


"Another thing, I sho ain't going ter let a ‘oman come in my house on Monday 
morning unless a man done come in there fust. No,surree, if it seem lak one ain't 
coming soon, I*11 call one of the boy chilluns, jest = it is a male. The reason 
fer this is eause women is bad luck." 

The following are a few of the luck charms as described by Mrs. Avery: 

"Black cat bone is taken from a cat. First, the eat is killed and boiled , 
after whéch the meat is seraped from the bones. The bones are then taken to the 
ereek and thrown in. The bone that goes up stream is the lucky bone and is the one 
tnat should be epee "There is a boy in this neigkborhood that sells liquor 
and I know they done locked him up ten or twelve times but he always git out. They. 
say he carries a black cat bone," related Mrs. avery. 

"The Devil's ahoe string leoks jest like a fern with a let of roots. My mother 
used to grow them in the corner of our garden. They are Lucky. 


"Majres (?) are always carried tied @m the corner of a handkerchief, I don't 


know how they make ‘em. 


"I bought a lucky stick from a man onct. It looked jeat lak a candle, 
only it wuz sma}}; but he did have some sticks as large as eandizs and he called 
them lucky sticks, too, but you had to burn them all night in your room He 
| also had some that looked jest lak buttons, amall and round.* 

The following are two stories of conjure told by Mrs. Avery: 

"T knowed a man onct long ago and he stayed sick all der time. He had the 
headache from morning till night. One day he went to a old man that wuz called 
a conjurer; this old man told him thet somebody had stole the sweat-band out of 
his cap and less he got it back, something terrible would happen. They say this 
nan had been going with a ‘oman and she had stole his sweat—band, Well, he never 
did get it, so he died, 

"I had a cousin named Alec Heard, and he haf a wife named Anna Heard. Anna 
stuyed sick all der time almost;fer two years she complained. One day .a old 
conjurer came to der house and told Alec that Anna wuz poisoned, but if he would - 
give nim $5.00 he would come back Sunday morning and find the conjure. Alec wuz 
wise, so he bored a hole in the kitchen floor so that he could jest peep through there 
to der back steps. Sho nuff Sunday morning the nigger come back and as Aleo watched 
im he dug down in the gound a piece, then he took a ground puppy, threw it in the 
4o0le and covered it up. All right, he started digging again and all at onct he 
jumped up and cried: ‘Here ‘tis! I got 1t.®" ‘Got what?! Alec said, running to 
tae docr with a piece of board. 'I got the ground puppy dat wuz buried fer her.? 
‘lec wuz so mad he jumped on that man and beat him most t death. They say he did 
that all the time and kept a lot of ground puppies fer sine nseeaul Continuing, 
she explained that a ground puppy was a worm with two small horns, They are dug 
up out of the ground, and there is a belief that you will die if one barks at you. 

Mrs. Avery related two ways in which you can keep fron being conjured by anyone. 

“One thing I do every morning is tar sprinkle chamber-1yswith salt and then 


tarow it all around my door. They sho can't fix you if you do this. Anudéer thing, 
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jf you wear @ Silver dime around your leg tiiey can't fix you. The 'oman live 
next door says she done wore two silver dimes around her leg for 18 years." 

Next is a story of the Jack O'Lentern. | 

"Onet when I wuz a little girl a lot of us chillum used to slip off and take 
yalnuts from a old man. ‘Ye picked a rainy night so nobody would see us, but do you 
know it looked like a thousand Jack ma' Lanterns got in behind us. They wuz all 
eround u8.e I never will ferget my brother telling me ter get out in the path and 
turn my pocket wrong side out. I told him I didn't have no pocket but the one in 
my apron; he said,‘well,turn that one wrong side out.' Sho nuff we did and they 
scattered then." . . 

Closing the interview, Mrs. Avery remarked: “That's bout all I know; but 


come back some time and maybe I'll think of something else.* 
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On December 3 and 4, 1956, Mra. Emaline Heard Was interviewed at her 

none, 239 Gain Strowt, The writer had visited lirs. Heard previously, and it was 
at her own request that anatiue visit was made. This wikst was supposed to be one 
to obtuin information and staries on the practice of conjure. On two previous 
occasions Mrs. Heard's stories had proved very interesting, and I mew as I sat there 
waiting for her to begin that she had something very good to tell me. She began: 

"Chile, this story wa told ter me by my father and I know he sho wouldn't lies 
Every word of it is the trufe; fact, everything I ebber told you wis the trufe, 
‘Now, my pa had a brother, 014 Unele Martin, and his wife wus name Julianne, Aunt 
Julianne used ter have spells end fight and kick all the time. They had doctor after 
doctor but none did her any good. seme body told Unele Martin to go ter a old conjurer 
and let the doetors go cause they wan't doing nothing fer her anyway. Sho nuff he got 
one ter come see her and give her some medicine. This old man said she had bugs in 
her head, and afger giving her the medicine he started rubbing her heed. While he 
rubbed her head he said: ‘'Dar's a bug in her heads it looks jest like a big black 
roache Now, he's coming out of her head through her ears watever you de, don't 
let nim get away cause Iwant him, Whatever you do, cateh him; he's going ter run, 
but when he hits the pillow, grek tem. I'm go take him and turn it back on the 
one who is trying ter send you ter the grave.’ Sho nuff that bug drap out her ear 
and flew; she hollered, and old Uncle Martin ran in the room, snatched the bed 
clothes off but they never did find him. Aunt Julianne never did get better and 
soon she died. The conjurer said if they had a eavght the bug she would a lived," 

The next story is a true story. The facts as told by Mrs. Heard were also 
witnessed by her; as it deals with the conjuring of one of her sons. It is related 
in her exact words as nearly ag possible. 

"T got a son named Albert Heard. He is living and well; but ghile, there wag 
a time when he wuz almost ter his grave. I wus living ‘in town them, and Albert ani 


his wife wuz living in the country with their two chillun. Well, Albert got dow 
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sick and he would go ter doctors ,and go ter doctors, but they aian't do him any 
good. I wug worried ter death cause I had ter run baekerde and for'ards and it 

wuz a strain on me, He waz suffering with a knot on his right side and ke couldn't 
even fasten his shoea cause it pained him so, and it wug so bad he couldn't even 
putton up his pants. A ‘toman teaéhed sehool out there by the name of Mrs. Yaney; 
she's dead now but she lived right here on Rendolph Strest years ago. Well, one 
day when I wuz leaving Albert's house I met her on the way from her school. 'Good 
evening, Mrs. Heard,' she seys. ‘How is Mr. Albert?t I don't hardly mow, I says, 
cause he don't get no better. She looked at me kinda funny and said, don't you 
believe he's hurt? Yes mam, I said, I sho do. ‘fell,'says she, 17 been wanting 

to say something to you concerning this. but I didn't know how you would take it. 

If I tell you somewhere ter go will you go, and tell them I sent you?! Yes men, 

I will do anything if Albert cen get better, 'All right then’, she says. *Cateh 

the Federal Prison car and get off at Butler St.' In them days that = came dow 
Forrest, Aves 'When you get to Butler St.',she says, ‘walk up to Clifton St. and go 
to such and such a number. Knock on the door and a ‘oman by the name of Mra. 
Sirshpath Will.come ter the door. Fore she let you in she go ask who sent you there; 
when you tell ‘er, she'll let you in. Now lenume tell you she keeps two quarts of 
wiisky all the time and you have ter drink a little with her; sides that she cusses 
nearly every word she speaks; but don't let that seare oT she will sho get your 
son up if it kin be done.‘ Sho nuff that old 'omam did jest lak Mre. Yancy said 
she would do. She had a harsh woice and she spoke right snappy. When she let me 

in she said,sit down. You lek whisky?' I said, wall, I-teke a little drem sometimes. 
“Tell, here take some of this', she said. I poured a little bit and drank it kinda 
lak I wuz afraid. She cursed and said 'I ain't go conjure you. Drink it.' She got 
the carda and told me to cut ‘em, 80 I ada. Looking at the caras,ahe said: "You 
lak ter watt too long; they got him marching to the cemetery. The poor thing! I'11 


fix those devils.({ A profane word was used instead of devils). He got a knot on 
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his side, ain't he?' Yes, Mam, I said, That ‘oman told me everything tint was 
wrong with Albert and zackly how he acted, All at once sho said: 'If thema 4. 


things had hatched in him it would a been too late. If you do zackly lak I tell you 


I'll get nim up from there.‘ I sho will, I told her, ‘Well, there's a atable sets 


east of his hous®. His house got three rooms and a path go straight to the stable. 
I see it there where he hangs his harnesa. Yes, I see it all, the devils} Have you 
| got any muaey?' Yes, man, a little, I said, ‘All right then,'she said. tao to 
the drug stare and get 54 worth of blue stone; 5¢ wheat bran; and go ter a tien 
market and ask ‘em ter give you a little fish brine; then go in the woods and get 
some poke-root berries. Now, there's two kinds of poke-rcot berries, the red skin 
and the white skin berry. Put all this in a pot, mix with it the guta from a green 
gourd and 9 parte of red pepper. Make a poultice and put to his side on that knot. 
Now, listen, your son will be afraid and think you are trying ter do some thing ter 
him but be gentle and persuade him that its fer his good,' Child, he sho did act 
funny when I told him I wanted to treat his side. I had ter tell him I we carrying 
out doctors orders so he could get well. He reared and fussed and said he didn't 
went that mess on him. I told him the doctor says you do very well till you go ter 
the horse lot then you go biind and you ean't see. He looked at me. ‘Sho nuff, Ma, 
he said, 'that sho is the trufe. I have ter always call one of the chillun when I 
go toere cause I can't see how ter bet back ter the fouse,t Well, that convinced 
him and he let me fix the madicine for nim. I put him ter bed and made ihe poultice, 
tren I put it ter his side, Now this ‘oman said no one wuz ter take it off the 
next morning but me, I wuz suppose ter fix three, one each night, and after taking 
pace one off ter bury it lak dead folks is buried, east and a end tex make a 
Teal grave out of each onee Well, when I ‘tola him not ter move it the next TOPAINS 
but let me move it, he got funny again and wanted to know whys Do you imow I had 
ter play lak I could move it without messing up my bed clothes and if he moved it he 


might waste it all. Winally he said he would call me the next morning. Sho nuff, 
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the next morning he called me, ma! ma! come take it off. | went in the room and 
he wuz smiling. | slept all night long he said, and | feel so much better. I’m 
so glad, | said, and do you know he could reach down and fasten up his shoe and 
it had been a long time since he could do that. Later that day | slipped out and 
made my first grave under the fig bush in the garden. | even put up head boards, 
too. That night Albert said, ‘Mama, fix another one. | feel so much better.’ 
| sho will, | said. Thank God you're better; so fer three nights | fixed poultices 
and put ter his side and each morning he would tell me how much better he felt. 
Then the last morning | wuz fixing breakfast and he sat in the next room. After 
while Albert jumped up and hollered, Ma! Ma!’ What is it, ‘I said. ‘Mama, that 
knot is gone. It dropped down in my pants.’ What! | cried. Where is it? Chile, 
we looked but we didn’t find anything, but the know had sho gone. Der ‘oman had 
told me ter come back when the knot moved and she would tell me what else ter do. 
That same day | went ter see her and when | told her she just shouted, ‘I fixed ‘em, 
The devils! Now, says she, do you know where you can get a few leaves off a yellow 
peachtree? It must be a yellow peach tree, though. Yes, mam, | says to her. | 
have a yellow peachtree right there in my yard. Well, she says, get a handful of 
leaves, then take a knife and scrape the bark up, then make a tea and give him so 
it will heal up the poison from that knot in his side, also mix a few jimson weeds 
with it. | come home and told him | wanted ter give him a tea. He got scared and 
said, what fer, Ma? | had ter tell him | wuz still carrying out the doctor's 
orders. Well, he let me give him the tea and that boy got well. | went back to 
Mrs. Hirshpath and told her my son was well and | wanted to pay her. Go on, 
she said, keep the dollar and send your chillun ter school. This sho happened ter 
me and | know people kin fix you. Yes sir. 

The next story was told to Mrs. Heard by Mrs. Hirspath, the woman who cured 
her son. 


% 
I used to go see that ‘omen, quite a bit and even sent some of ny friends 
ter her. One day while I wuz there she told me about this piece of work she did, 
"There wuZ &@ young man and his wife and they wrked fer some white folks. 
They had jest married and wus trying ter save some money ter buy a home with. 
All at onct the young man went blind and it almost rim him and his wife crazy 
cause they didn't know what in the world ter do. Yell, somebody told him and her 
about Mrs. Hirehpath, so they went ter see her. One day, asaya Mrs. Hirshpath, 
a big fine carriage drew up in front of her doer and the coachman helped him to 
her door. She asked him who sent him and he told Mtr. She only gWarged 504 
for giving savige end after you wuz cured it wuz up tae you to give her what you 
wanted to. Well, this man gave her 50¢ and she talked ter him, She says, boy, 
you go home and don't you put that cap on no more, What cap? he saya. That 
cap you wears ter clean up the stables with, cause somebody done dressed that 
cap fer you, and every time you perspire end it run down ter your eyes it makes 
you blind. You jest get that cap and bring it ter me. I'll fix tem; they's 
trying ter make you blind, but I go let you see. The boy was overjoyed, and 
sho nuff he went back and brought her that eap, and it wugn't leng fore he could 
see good as you ana me. He brought that ‘oman $50, but she wuldn't take but 
$25 and give the other $25 back ter him. 
"That I done told you is the trufe, every wrd of it; I know some other 


tnings that happened but you come back anudder day fer that. 


! 
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ccuvIA BAKER 
x-Slave - Age 87. 


sz.ter, Ida Baker. The clean-swept walks of the smell yard y were | 


rightened by borders: of gay. colored zinnias and marigolds in front 


cf the drab looking two-story, . frame. smauses "Gome in," | angwered. 


Tée, in response to a -knoek ak She Lront door. "Yessum,, Memay "is 


iors, GO Tight in dat dere ‘reom and. you'll find her." 
Standing by the fanreneeS of the next, room. WQS 

fee, Very wide woman engaged in. lighting her pipe. 4 green 

ercegved gingham. euros, partially covered her faded Bue. frock. over 

ion sne wore @ black shirtwaist fastened. together with "safety first" 

jams, a white cloth, tied turban fashion about her head, and. Bray 

coi. nose worn with black and white slippers that were run ao at 


ine heels, completed - ‘her. costume. 


"Good. mornin’. _Yessum, dis here's” . 


isc er greeting. “Let's go in der wher Ide is s0 us can set dom, — 
Tion't know what you come for, but I guess I'1l-soon find out." 
Georgia was eager to talk but her articulation 
ig. Seen impaired by a paralytic. stroke and at times it was. atti; 
cult to understend' her: jumble of words. — After. observance, of the . aget 


PO ees Comnents: on the. weather, health and such subjects, -she be- 


Sone ; se a ie : af = RA a Po aoe 
; : $ : oe SRD NT OME Deg rere 


was 
“Whar wes I.born? Why I/born on, oe) plantation, 


oO 
tos 


. great man. It was Marse Alec Stephens' plantation ‘bout a mile 


snd @ half from trawfordville, in teliaferro vounty. Mary 

e aiammemamammaeemna eet ecemmeanaal 
end srandison +illy was my Ma and Pa. Ma was cook up at de 
big mouse and she died when I was just a little gal. Fa was e 


field hand, end he belonged to Merse Britt villy. 
ees een 


owe nea 


"Dere was four of us chillun: me, and Mary, and 


vrences, and Mack,™ she counted on the fingers of one hand, 


‘"Wierse Alec let Marse Jim Johnson heve Mack for his bodygunrd. 


Yrences, she wuked in de field, and Mary was de baby « she was 
too little to wk. Me, I was 14 years old when de War was over. 
svept yards, toted water to de field, and played ‘round de 
cae eta a © See ei grease 
“iss and yard wid de rest of ge chillun. 

. "De long, log houses what us lived in was called 
“slotgun™ houses 'cause dey had turee room$, one behind de 
oe . 
ov.er in & row lak de barrel of a shotgun. All de ehillun 
slept in one end room and de grown fclkses slept in de other end 


“ 


room. Je kitchen whar us cooked and et was de middie room. Beds 


ee + Ate 


an emumemant 


was made out of pine poles put together wid cords. Dem wheate 
ctrew mattresses was for grown folkses mostly tcause nigh all de 
Ciisllun slept on pallets. How-some-ever, dere was some few 
slave chillun'whet hed beds to sleep on. Pillows! Dem days us 
néver knowed «hat pillows wes. Gals slept on one side of de 
room and boys on de other in de chilluns room. Uncle Jim, he 

: eeattmenetion ae 


was de bed-maker, and he made up a heap of little beds lak what 


aey calls cots now. 
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"Becky and Stefford Steplens was my Grandma 
ond urandpa. Marse Alec bought ‘em in old Virginny. I don't 
snow waet my Grandma done "cause she died ‘fore I was borned, 
but I 'members Grandpa Stafford well enough. I can see him now, 
.é Ves a old man what slept on a trundle bed in the kitchen, 
and sll he done was to set by de fire all day wid a switch in 
Lis wand and tend de chillun whilst dere mammies — at wuk. 
o2d on JID mines better dem days dan dey does now. Grand pa 
utefford never had to holler at 'em but one time. Dey knowed dey 
would cit de switch next if dey didn't behave. | 

“Now dere you is axin' 'bout dat souepin' treat 
us ned dem days! Ida, ain't dere a piece of watermelon in de 
cee meno 0 Gals Georgia lifted the lid of a small ice box, got out 

slece of melon, and began to smack her thick lips as she de- 
voured it with an air of ineffable satisfaction. When she had 
tlited the rind to swallow the last drop of pink juice, she in- 
‘iested that she was fortified and ready to exercise her now 
“11 lubriceted throat, by resuming her story: 

"Oh, yessum! Marse Alec, had plenty for his 
sieves to eat. Dere was meat, bread, collard greens, snap beans, 
'Leters, tue, all sorts of dried fruit, and just lots of milk 
anc Butter. Marse Alec hed 12 cows send dat's whar I learned to 

Reteeneiecds 
love milk so good. De seme Uncle Jim what made our beds made 


‘rT weoden bowls what dey kept filled wid bread and milk for 


“€ chillun ell day. You might want to call dat place whar Marse 
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flee had our veg'tables raised a gyarden, but it looked more 


“renee, beeen el 2 
lek e big field to me, it was so big. You just ought to have 


seed dat dere fireplace whar dey cooked all us had to eat. It 
one sho tnough big somepin, all full of pots, skillets, 
Dey warn't never ‘lowed to git full of smut neither. 


end ovens. 


Jey had to be cleant and shined up atter evvy meal, and dey sho 
tC pat cL EI eggs PEE OE TOT OE ECO 


SS 


OS pretty hangint dar in dat big old fireplace. 
“George and iiack was de hunters. ihen dey went 
SR Ne re ee ta 
huntint dey brought back jus’ evvything: possums, rabbits, coons, 
squirrels, birds, and wild turkeys. Yessum, wild turkeys is 
syrie sort of birds I reckon, but wien us talked about birds to 
eat us meant part'idges. Some folkses calls ‘em quails. De 
ne ed pe 


fishes us had in summertime was a sight to see. Us sho et good 


4 


t 


aem days. Now us jus! eats wiat-some-ever us can git, 


*Sumiertime us just wore what us wanted to. 


Sresses was made wid full skirts gathered on to tight fittin' 

éisties. Yiinter clothes wes good and warm; dresses made of 

ee 

varn cloth made up just lak dem summertime clothes, and petti- 
a, 


costs anc draw's made out of osnaburg. Chillun what was big 


enough done de spinnint and sunt “etsey and Aunt tinny, dey 
nove most evvy night 'til dey rung de bell at 10:00 o'clock for 


1s to go to bed. Us made bolts and bolts of hi ENVY VEST « 


Fage Se 


"Us went part foots in suumer, but bless your 
sweet life us had good shoes in winter and wore good btockin'ts 
too. It tuk three SG aiaies for our plantation. Dey was 
Unole Isom, Unele Jim, and Uncle Stafford. Dey made up hole- 
stock shoes for de "omans and gals and brass-toed brogans for 
de mens and boys. 

"Us had pretty white dresses for Sunday. Marse 
alec wanted evvybody on his place dressed up dat day. He sont 
is houseboy, Uncle sarris, down to de cabins evvy Sunday mornin’ 
to tell evvy slave to clean hisself up, Dey warn't never give 
no change to forgit. Dere ie a big old room sot aside for a 
~e2Ssh-roome Folkses laughs at me now ‘cause I ain't never 
stopped takia* 2 bath evvy Sunday mornin’. 

"Marse Lordnorth Stephens was de boss cn Merse 
Alec's Jearbeidia. Keune Eeics dae hen us and he was eur 
sro *nough Marster. Neither one of ‘em ever married. Marse 


Eee ae Sid ye ; 
“ordnorth was a good man, but he didn't have no use for tomans - 


ee Se Ae 
.@ wes @ sissy. Dere warn't no Marster no wher no better dan 


2am 


our ijarse Alec Stephens, but he never stayed home enough to 
‘end to things hisself much ‘cause he was all de time too busy 


cn de outside. He was de President or s@mepin of our side durin‘ 


ag gn ea PRM py ti re 


de war. 
“Uncle Pierce went wid Marse Alec evvy whar he 


vent. His dog, Rio, had more sense dsn most folkses. Maryse 
a OR ee aetna DOes oy ms . 


42 
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a 
Alec, he was/de time havin' big mens visit him up at de big 


nousé. One time, out in de yard, him and one of dem ‘portant 
ens got in a argyment ‘bout somepin. Us chillun snuck up 
close to hear what dey was makin' such a rukus ‘bout. I heared 
arse Alec say: *I got more sense in my big toe dan you is got 
in your whole body." And he was right ~- he did have more 
sense dan most folkses. Ain't I been a-tellin'’ you he was de 


~resident or somepin lak dat, dem days? 


"Ma, she was Merse Alec's cook and looked atter 
AA ET NRC ECON ra apse emrtnOe: 


Ge licuse,. Atter she died Marse Lordnorth got Mrs. Mary Serry 
ener 


from Habersham County to keep house at de big house, but Aunt 
pe ad aaa SRR a Lon nanan | 


"Liza, she done de cookin’ atter Miss Mary got dar. Us little 


iggers shot did love Miss Mary. Us called her "Manmy Mary” 


sonetimes,. Miss mary had three sons and one of ‘em was named 
SAE ATA TEE ELIT EDC TELNET OPS OOS 


“eff vavis. I tmembers when dey come and got him and tuk him - 
off to war. wMaerse Lordnorth built a four-room house or de plan- 


tation for iiss Mary end her boys. uvvybody loved our Miss 


tet 


-nry, ‘cause she was so good end sweet, and dere warn't nothin't 


vr 


ag Wo idn't have done ror ner. 

"No Lord! Marse Lordnorth never needed no over- 
scer or no carriage driver neither. Unele Jim was de head man. 
“wiat got de Niggers up évvy mornin’ and started -'em off to wuk 
right. De big house sho was a pretty place, a-settin' up on a 


A oe 
= 


eT LS De squirrels was so tame dar dey jus' played all 


aero PMI A 


"round de yard. Miarse Alec's dog is buried in dat yard, 


"No Mam, I never knowed how many acres dere was 
in dé peer us lived on, and Marse Ate had other places 
too. He had nena scattered evvywhar. 1a) dere was a heap of 
“isgers on dat place, and all of us was kin to one another, 
crandme Becky and Grandpa Stafford was de fust slaves Marse 
slec ever had, and dey sho had a passel of chillun. One thing 
so Marse Lordnorth wouldn't keep no bright colored i Nigger on 
cat plantation if he could help it. Aunt wary was a bright 
colored Nigger and dey said det Marse John, Marse sordnorthts 
orotuer, was her Va, but anyhow Marse Lordnorth never had no 
isé for her ‘cause she was a bright colored Nigger. | 

"Marse Lordnorth never had no certain early time 
for his slaves to sit up nor no special lete time for ‘em to 
quit wuk. De hours. dey wuked wes ‘cordin't to how “much wuk was 


anead toa be cone. Folks in Crawfordville called us ‘Stephene? 
————neneeansectnc 


free Niggers.'t 


er 


"Us minded Marse Lordnorth - us had to do dat - 
out he let us do pretty much as us pleased. Us never had no 


rry piece of a Marster. He was a good man and he meade eae sho 


Oo 


'noush good Marster. I never seed no Nigger git a beatin’, 
and what's mote I never heared of nothin' lek dat on our place, 
vere was a jeil in vrawfordviile, but none of us Niggers on 
erse Alea'ts place warn't never put in it. 

"No Lord! Nene of us Niggers never knowea 


- 


nothin' "bout readin' and writin'. Dere warnu't no school for 


TJsgers den, and 1 ain't sever been to. Senool, A A ay in ay life. 


ate ey 


Pre 


round 50g in pont ctorets money and showed it jte\ her. 


away from me. 


Lcesh atter de war was over. 


-o'ther d@en. 


He 


“ent to de wollte folkses’ churches 


it. 


us never Knowed~ what a Bible was dew days. 


"Niggers never hed no churohes: of deir Own » den. 


Sunday when me and ‘my sister Frances went to. oburen I 


Course you knows dey Throwed vonfederate money away’ tor 


a: never went to no bapti: Hint 8 nor no funerals 


ewe Raie wern't de st a When a Nigger died 


em days, dey jus' put his body in a box! and buried it. 


~ 


hot 


~ 


4 


I 


nembers very well when Aunt Bellic and gunt vatherine died, 


was little den, and I aian't teke ley in what dey done 


“ut buryin' tem. 


"None of uiarse Alec's slaves never run away to 
a f i at ip 


North, ‘cause he was so good to 


him. De onliest Nigger what left arse ee" s place was 
save, and he wouldn't have left ‘opt ae et An trouble 
hite ‘oman. You neean't ax me bez name cause = ain't 


to tell it, but i knows it well as fi does my own name. 


Merse Alee give Uncle Dave soma mohepand told him to. 


1 
1 


‘em dey never wanted to 


| 
end nobody never seed him no more fatter dat. 


’ 


| 
7? 


“A - fect , ‘ 
3 Bot arp iet hae IE ht 


i 
 S 


tea! 


& gee ae. 
: ‘Page’ 8; 


“utters was more skeered_ of pomeyeners. dgn dey is. of shakes ow, 


nd. sot in ae gallery. 


‘She tue 


Dat's de onlicst noney I seed durin’ slavery, 


Den us young chaps used to pley 


Pad 
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"Oh yessum! Us heared ‘bout ‘em, but none of us 
never speed no patterollers on Marse Alec's plantetion. He never 
‘iovwed ‘em on his land, and he let ‘em know dat he kept his 
slaves supplied wid passes whenever dey wanted to go places so 
as dey could come and go when dey got good and ready. Thursday 
and Sadday nights was de main nights dey went off. Uncle Star- 

eoreemireermerts 
ford!s wife was Miss Mery otephen's cook, Unele Jim's wife lived 
on de Finley place, aia Wneve isom's belonged to de Hollises, so 
dey nad regular passes all de time and no patterollers never 
ae reerenetenennnememnnc 
bothered ‘em none. 

"Woenever siarse alec or Marse Lordnorth wanted to 
send a message Gey jus' put veorge or Mack on a horse and sont 'em 
on but one thing sho, dere warn't no slave knowed what was in dem 
ietters. 

"Marse Alec sho had plenty of mules. Some of ‘em 
wes named: Pete, Clay, Roliin, Jack, and Sal. Sal wes Allen's 
riow mule, and he set a heap of store by her. pere was a heap 
asre mules on dat place, but 4 can't call back dere names right 
now. | 

‘ “Most times when slaves went to deir quarters at 
uivht, mens rested, but sometimes dey holped de ‘omans cyard de 
Soot, end wool. | Young folkses frolicked, dine cones, and 
yisited from cabin to cabin. When dey got behind wid de field 
wuk, sometimes slaves wuked atter dinner Seddays, but dat warn't 


often. But, Oh, dem Sadday nights! Dat was when slaves got 


vogether and denced. George, he blowed de quills, and he sho 


could blow grand dance music on tem, Dem Niggers would jus! 
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dance down. Dere warn't no foolishment ‘lowed atter 10:00 
ofclock no night. Sundays dey went to church and visited 
‘round, but folks didn't spend as much time gaddin' ‘pout lak 
dey does now days. 

"Christmas Day! Oh, whet a time us Niggers did 
nave dat day! Marse Lordnorth and Marse Alec give us evvy- 
thing you could name to eat:ecake of all kinds, fresh meat, 
lightbread, turkeys, chickens, ducks, geese, and all kinds of 
wild game. Dere was allus plenty o 


ee 


reaches too at Vhristmas. Marse Alec had some trees what had 


koe ns want Sh chai 


7 


apples, and dried 


pecans, 


fruit dat looked lak bananas on 'em, but I done forgot what was 
de name of dem trees. Mearse Alec would call de grown folkses 

+o de big house early in de mornin’ and pass "round a big 

cewter pitcher full of atneg den he would put a little whis- 
vey in dat same pitcher and fill it wid sweetened water and give 
sat to us chillun. Us called dat ‘today’ or ‘dram’. Marse 
slex allus had plenty of good whiskey, ‘cause Uncle Willis made 
-t up for him and it was made jus' right. De night atter 
viristmas Day us pulled syrup candy, drunk tore liquor, and 
danced. . Us had @ big tine for a whole week and den on New 
Year's Day ae dene a little wok just to start de year right and 
us feasted dat day on fresh meat, plenty of cake, and whiskey. 
vere was elius a big pile of ash-roasted 'taters on hand to go wid 
to lest all through de winter. 'cause Niggers sho does love dem 


sweet 'taters. No Mam, us never knowed nothin' ‘bout Santa 


tet good old baked meat. Us allus tried to raise enoug 


sees coe 


* 
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glsus 'til atter de wer. | ose 

No Mar, dere warn't no special cornshuckin‘ 's 
and cotton oy Ss on Marse Alec! s place, put of course dey 
did quilt in de winter ‘cause dere hed to be lots of quiltia’ 


gone for all dem slaves to have plenty of warm kivver, and you 


hnows, Lady, ‘omens can quilt better if dey or saewede Ge ‘em 


Lozether to do it. Marse Alec and Marse Lordnorth never ‘lowed 


céere slaves to mix up wid other folkses business ae 

"0h Lora! Us never played no games in slevery 
times, ‘cept tus' to run around in a ring and pat our. hands. I 
never sung no songs ‘cause I wern't no singer, and don't talk . 
‘rout no Raw Head and, Bloody Bones or nothin' lak dat. Dey 
used to skeer us chillun Te) bad "bout dem sort of things dat 
us used to lay in bed at night a-shakin' lak us. was havin’ 


chills. I've seed plenty of ha'ni 


long atter T hed left Crawfordville and moved to athens, I hed 
been in bed jus’ a little while one night, and wes jus! dozint 
off to sleep when I woke up and sot right spang up én bed. I 

seed a white ee, dressed in white, standin’ before Me , I oe 
Sagat say nothin’ to him for I was too skeered. De, very ast 
time I went to & jane, somepin got atter ‘me and skeered me so 
“av Hisir rig up "sil : couldn't git my hat on fa hata, end det. 


ovored me of gwine 6 dances. I ain't never been to/more sich 


 Pegerdey 


doin'ts. 


"Old Marstér was powerful good: to His Niggéis 
eR TE 


y got sick. He had ‘em seed atter soon 4s it Was’ * 


'rorted to him @at dey was ailin'.” ¥essum, dere warntt 9 > 
nobhint hort ‘bout our good Marsters, "deed dere warntt? . 
manage Stafford had a sore laig and Marse Lordnorth“Iooked™ 
otter him and nad Unele Jim dress dat pore old sore leigy a 


evvy cay. Slaves didn't zit sick es often as Niggers does 


now days. ‘Mammy Mery had all sorts of teas made up for us; 
‘cordin't to whatever ailment us had. Boneset tea was for cofas. 
De fust thing dey allue done for sore throat wes give us tea 
-sde of red oak bark wid alum. Scurvy grass tea cleant: us” 
sut in the springtime, and dey made us wear lit:le sacks of —~ 
assfiddy (asafetide) ‘round our necks to keep off lots of 
sorts of miseries. _ Some folkses hung de left hind frot ofa. 
mole on 8 string ‘round deir babies necks to meke' ‘em beethe | 
easier, I never done nothin' lak dat to my babies ‘causé I 
never believed in no such foolishment. Some babies is just 
netchelly aiihe’ to becthe easier dan others anyhow. : 

"I ‘members jus' as good as if it was yesterday . 


what Mammy Mary said when she told us de fust news of our 


rans 


enn 


as Re ae 5 


freedom. ‘You all is free now,’ she said. ‘You don't none .- 
rihanna canna ' . ‘ 

of you belong to Mister Lordnorth nor Mister-Alec no more, 

but I does hope you will all stay on wid ‘em, "cause dey wilt 


ellus be jus' as good to you as dey has done been in de past;* 
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I wart't even studyin't nothiut ‘bout leavin' “arse Alec, 

bat Sarah Ann and aunt wary, dey tircwed down deir hoes and , a 

Sas! whooped and hollered ‘cause dey was so glad. ‘hen dem 
pa gg 

Yenkees cone to our place Mammy Mary axed ‘em if dey warn't 

el rl naan, 


tired of wer. 'Whet does you know "bout no war?' Dey axed 


wer right beck. ‘No, us won't never git tired of doin’ good, 


ee 

"I stayed on wid my two good Mersters "til most_ “Pa, 

PO eA APE ELE IEN ISS LIE ILL ALEIE SL ARIEL. MOOSE ALLEN A INI EE AE TET SE, OF tes eter te 

~ years atter de and den went to wuk for warse Tye bilder 4 me 
A iiat Seetietedat we , 3 'y 


in vrawfordville. Atter dat I wuked for Miss Fuss King, and 
when she left vrawfordville I come on here to Athens and wuked ji 


for Miss Tildy Upson on Yrince #venue. Den I went to atlanta 


ey NAL Ds a creer ang 


to wuk for Migs Ruth Bvace (probably _ Ellioth). Miss Ruth was 


SN aan matory ae eM EEES 1 


a niece ¢ of Avraham Lincoip’ S. Her father was Fresident 
Lincoln's hrotner. and he was & metnodist preacher whet lived in 
etlpeck, New York. I went evvywnar wid Miss Ruth. When me and 
Tiss Ruth was in Fhiledelphia, 2 got sick and she sont me home 

to athens and 1 done been here wid my caughter ever since. 
“Lawdy, Miss! I ain't never beer married, but 

I did live wid Major Baker 18 years ane us aoe five chillun.Dey 
pane nae 


is sll daid but two. Niggers didn't sey Fe} reiten ‘tention to 


ry 


pete ES Uh et Nae SS FN ne RIN ag 
RE RI Er EN ott EERE RT 


“;ttin’ married dem days es dey does now. I stays here wid my 
sal, Ida Baker. My son lives in Glevelend, Qhio. My fust 

Nild was borned when I warn't but 14 years old. De war ended 
in April and she was borned in November of dat year. Now, Miss? 
I ain't never told but one white ‘oman who her ‘a wes, so you 
needn't start axin' me nothin’ "bout dat. She had done been 


walkin* evvywher ‘fore she died when she was jus' 10 months old 


end I*m a-tellin' you de truth when I say. She had nore Benge 
dan a heap of white chiliun has when dey is tots older dan she 
WES « whilst q was off in New York wid Miss Ruth, Major, he up. 
-nd got married. JI reckon he's daid by now. I don't keer no- 
now, atter de way he done me, I made a good divin' for Major 
‘til he married again. i seed de *oman he married onee. 

"Yes Mam," there was strong emphasis in this re- 
sly. "I sho would ee a ere CRUE back if I could have 


ei RAE EEE ETL GE RE RITE A TCIM 
my Same good Marsters Meause I never had no hard times den lak 


iii aad 


ea Te 
not beint able to see Marse Alec no more. I was livin’ at ‘Maree 


ye Elder's wren de gate fell on Marse Alec, and he was crippled 


und lLlamed up ‘from dat time on ‘til he died. He got to. be Govern- 


or of Georgia whilst he was crippled. | When he ‘got hort by dat 


sate, smallpox was evvywhar and dey wouldn't let me go to see 
‘out him, Dat most killed me 'ceuse I did want to go see if 


dere wes somepin' I could do for him. 


"Lordy Mussy, Miss! -I had a time jinin' up wid 
de church. I was in Mailpack, New York, wid Miss Ruth when I had 
je urge to jine up. I told Miss Ruth ‘bout it and she said: 
‘Dere ain't no Baptist church in 10 miles of here.' ‘Lord, nave 
nussyt't I said. ‘Miss Ruth, what I gwine goo Dese is all 
ethodist churches up here and I jus! can't jine up wid no Metho- 


sists.’ ‘'Yes you can,’ she snapped at.me, ‘cause my own Pa's 


Bd 


tT vent threugh atter aay give us freedom. 4 ain't. never got over _ . 
nin pnnectetne lOc ONCE ENCANA RN Hat mt ENN he Patent 
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e-holdint a ‘vival in dis very town and de Methodist church 
is de best anyhow.’ Well, I went on and jined de Reverend 
Lincoln's Methodist church, but I never felt right ‘bout it. 


Den us went to Philadelphia and soon as I could find a Bap- 


tist church dar, I jined up wid it. Northern churches ain't 


lak our southern churches cause de black and white folkses 
eee See < 


Shee MRI a eine Aan gee m 


ail belong to de same church dar and goes to church together. 
cn dat account I still didn't feel lak I had jined de church, 
Sless your sweet life, Honey, when I come back to de South, 

= was quick as I could be to jine up wid a rood old southern 


Saptist church. I sho didn't mean to live outdoors, ‘special 


ly atter I dies." Georgia's eyes sparkled and her flow of 


speech was smooth es she told of her religious experiences. 
“fen that subject was exhausted her eyes dimmed again and her 


sreech became less articulate. 


Georgia’s reeking pipe had been laid aside for 


vue watermelon and not long after that was consumed the rest- 


sess black fingers sought occupation Sewing gay pieses for a 
ose Am “Miss, I warn't born to be lazy, I warn't raised dat 
wey, and I sho eintt skeered to die. 

"Good-bye, Honey,” said Georgia, as the inter- 
viewer arose and made her way toward the street. "Hurry back 
snd don't, forgit to fetch me dat purty pink dress you is a- 
wearin’, I don't lak white dresses and I sin't never gwine 
wear a black one nohow." 


* 
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Georgia | was on the ‘beck poren washing her face “s 


end hands ana quarrelling on ide for not having her break- 
st pomay at nine-thirty when t the interviewer arrived for i 
re-visit. " | ap i ugh cs we ae 
"Come. in, “a Georgia invited, » Mand | have a cheer. : 
af Miss I suns tola you all L knows "bout, Marse Aleo and Gen 
devs “eh I lived: on his plantation. You know chitlun den 
wern't lowed to hang ‘round de. grown folks wher dey acai ‘hea e 
tings what was petked. about." , es | aoe i 
About this time Ida came down from @ second-floor 
hitehen with he r mother' s breakfast. She was grumbling» a little 
louder on each step of the rickety stairway. “Lord, have ‘nOeaet 


ia 1S “ a-telkin' bout dat old Slavery, stuff, end it eintt 


e 


notnin' nohow." _ After ida's eyes had rested on. the yellow. 
crepe frock just presented Georgia in appreciation of the tiree 
“ours she had given for the first interview, she became reconciled 
°sr the story to be resumed , and even offered her assistance in | 
“rousing the recollect ions of her parent. - Mea 

_ “bid I tell you" Georgia began, “dat de man what 
icoked atter Marse Alec's business was his fust cousin? He. 
wag de Marse Lordnorth Z'se all time talkin' "bout, and Marse 
“ohn was Marse Lordnorth's brother. Dere warn't no cook or 


.ouse gal up at de big house but Ma ‘til atter she died, and 


Page 17. 254 


len when Miss wary Berry tuk charge of de house dey made Unele 
.arry and his wife, Aunt ‘Liza, house boy and cook. 

"Marse Alec growed all his corn on his Googer 
vrick plantation. He planned for evvytiing us needed and dere 
vorn't but mighty little dat he didn't have raised to take 
reer of our needs. Lordy, didntt I tell vou wane sort of shoes, 
.ctlestock shoes is? Dem was de shoes de fomans wore and dey 


aA EO CL tase AALS SOE, 
oad extra pleces on de sides so us wouldn't knock holes in tem 


Si NAL 


{oo quick. 

"De fust time I ever seed Marse Alec to know who 
-e wes, I warn't more'n 6 years old. Unele Stafford had went 
Sishin' and cotched de nicest mess of fish you ever seeds He 
«near aeeneetla AINE tt CTO Rem 
cleant ‘em and put ‘em ine pan of water, and told me to take 
‘em up to de big house to Marse Alec. I was skeered woen I 
went in de big house yard and axed, what looked lek a little 
Loy, whar Marse Alec wes, and I was wuss speceat wnen he said: 
"Dis is Marse Alec you is talkin' to. what you want?! Ee 
vole him Uncle Stafford sont him de fishes and he told me: 
‘Zeke ‘em to de kitchen and tell ‘Liza to cook tem for me.' 

i sho ain't never gwine to forgit dat. 

"One day dey sont me wid a bucket of water to 
ie field, and i had to go through de peach orchard. I et so 
“any peaches, I was ‘most daid when I got back to de house. 
Jey had to drench me down vid sweet milk, end trom det day to 


lis I ain't never laked peaches. From dem on Marse Alec 


selled me de ‘peach gal.' 


, 
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"Marse Alec warn't home much of de time; but 
wien he was dar he used to walk down to de cabins and laugh. 
end talk to his Niggers. He used to sing a song for de 


sleve chillun dat run Sena lak dis: 
oil "Walk light ladies *\ 
/ De cake's all dough, 
| You needn't mind de 
\ weather, 
If de wind don't blow.’ 
Georgia Siggled when she came to the end of the 
stanza, "Us didn't know when he wes a- singin’ det tune to us 
ot aiaun det when us mpewed up us would be cake walkin' to de 
gone song. 
| "On Sundays, whenever Marse Alec was hone, he 
Oe LOGS of readin! out of a great big old book. I didn't 
know what it wes, but he was pow'ful busy wid it. He never 
.2d no parties or dancin' dat I knows ‘bout, but he was all time 
.avin't dem big ‘portant mens at his house talkint ‘bout de busi- 
sss whet tuk him off from home so much. I used to see Lawyer 
-combs dere heaps of times. He was 4 big, fine lookin man. 
another big lawyer was all time comin' dar too, but + done lost 
“is name.- Narse Alec hed so awful much sense in his haid dat 
Polkses said it stunted his growin’. manent long as he lived 
36 warntt no bigger dan a boy. 
| "When Uncle Harry's and Aunt ‘Liza's daughter 
what was named ‘Liza, got married he was in Washin ‘ton or some 
‘lace lak dat. He writ word to Marse Linton, his half-brother, 


” 
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to pervide a weddin' for her. I knows "bout dat ‘cause i et 
some of dat barbecue. Dat's all I ‘members ‘bout her weddin'. 
i done forgot de name of de bridegroom. He lived on some other 


pi 
visntation. Aunt ‘Liza had two gals and one boy. He was 
eee. 

named Allen. 

"whilst Merse Alec was Fresident or somepin, 
ae got sick and had to come back home, and it wern't long 
sitter dat ‘fore de surrender. Allen wes ‘pinted to watch for 
de blue coats. - When dey come to teke Karse Alec off, dey was 
#11 over the place wid deir guns. Us Niggers hollered and 
eried and tuk on pow'ful ‘cause us sho thought dey was gwine 
to kill him on account of nis bein' such a high up man on de 
side what dey was fightin’. All de Niggers followed tem to 
2e@ depot when dey tuk lhiarse Alec and Unele Pierce away. Dey 


rept Marse Alec in prison off somewhar a long time but dey sont 
Ce eee eaatimniind ncaa aaa 


see et AAMT LELENA ECAC AIOE EUR etn yet ARE 


-ierce back home 'fore long. 


"I seed Jeff Davis when dey brung him through 
etl 


vrawfordville on de train. Dey had him all fastened up wid 
ee ne mate taaakedanibimmed 

chains. Dey told me dat a Nigger ‘oman put pizen in Jeff 

ee a TA, 

Davis’ somepin tteat and dat was what kilt him. One thing sho, 

our ierse Alec warn't pizened by nobody. he was comin' from de 

field one dsy when e big old heavy gate fell down on nim, and 

even if he did live a long time atterwards dat was what was 

Ge cause of his death. 


"I seed Uncle Yvierce ‘fore he died and us sot 


ond talked end cried 'bout Marse Alec. Yessum, us sho did have 
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de best Merster in de world. If ever a man went to ceaven, 
ee a ee ee 


arse Alec did. I sho doés wish our good old Marster was 


en eaemimtianttien! 


livin’ now. Now, Miss, 1 done told you all I can risollec'* 
‘out dem deys. I thanks you a lot for dat purty yaller 


dress, and i hopes you comes back to see me again sometime." 


OF” 


\S ALICE BATTLE, EX-SLAVE 
Ny HAWKINSVILLE, GEORGIA 
(INTERVIEWED BY ELIZABETY ‘YaTSON- 19 236) 


wiring the 1340's, Emanuel Caldwell--storn in North Carolina, and 
Neel anne Caldwell--sorn in South Carolina, were strought to Macon 


a "speculators" and sold to Mr, Ed Marshal of Bis’ County. Some 


time thereafter, this couple married on Mr. Marsral's plenitation, 
21d their second chilc, torn about 1850, was Alice Battle. 
“vom her birth until freedom, Alice was a chattel of this Mr. 


vershel, whom she refers to as a humane man, though inclined to 


meee 


use the whip when occasion demanded. 

Followed to its conclusion, Alice's life history is void of thrills | 
end simely an average ex-slave's stoeye Ag a slave, she was well’ 
ed, well clothed, and well treated, as were her wrother and sister 

Laves, Ker mother was a weaver, her father—-a field hand, and 
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[ i2tee s saw tke. Yankee pags. hex Xr master's home with their famous 
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orisoner, Jeff Davis, after his capture, in 165. he Yankee wand, 
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oes sie, was Dlsying "We'll hang vee pays on a Sour _Apple _ Tree". 
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eee harm nowoay", 
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atten freedom, Alice remained with the Marshals until Christmas, 
ion she moved away. Later, she and her family moved back to the/ 
“arshal plantation for a few'years, <A few years still later, Alice 


narried a Battle "Nig eger", 


Since the early '70's, Alice has "drifted arouna” quite 4a wit. 
she and her hustand are now too old and feetle to work. They 


itive with one of their sons, and are objects of charity. 
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JASFER BATTLE 
Ex-Slave - Age 80. 


The shade of the large water oaks in Jasper's 
yard was a welcome sight when the interviewer completed the 
long walk to the old Negro's place in the sweltering heat of 
a sunny July afternoon. The old house appeared to be in good 
condition and the yard was clean and tidy. Jasper‘s wife, Lula, 
came around the side of the house in answer to the cail for 
Jasper. A&A large checked apron almost covered her blue dress 
snd a clean white headcloth concealed her ce Despite her 
advanced age, she seemed to be quite spry. 

"Jus' come back here whar Itse a-doin*t de white 
folks't washin',” she said. "“Jasper's done been powerful sick 
and I eantt leave him by hisself none. I brung him out here in 
de shade so I could watch him and ‘tend to him whilst I wuks. 
Jesper stepped on a old plank what had two rusty nails in it, 
and both of tem went up in his foot a fur ways. I done driv dem 
nails plumb up to dey haids in de north side of a tree and put 
Jimpson weed poultices on Jasper's foot, but it’s still powerful 
ced Off <" 

By this time we had arrived within sight and 
earshot of the old rocking chair where Jasper sat with his foot 
cropped high in another chair. dis chair had long ago been de- 
vrived of its rockers. The injured member appeared to be 
swollen and was covered with several layers of the jimpson weed 


leaves. The cld man's thin form was clothed in a faded blue 
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shirt and old gray cotton trousers. His clothes were clean and 
his white hair was in marked contrast to his shining but wrinkled 
black face. He smiled when Lula explained find mature of the 
proposed interview. nt gouse me, Missy," he apologized, "for not 
gittin' up, tcause I jus’ can't use dis old foot much, but you 
jus' have a seat here in de shade and rest yourself." Lula now 
excused herself, saying: "I just got to hurry and git de white 
folks' clothes washed and dried ‘fore it rains," and she resumed 
her work in the shade of another huge tree where a fire was burn- 
ing brightly under her washpot and a row of sud-filled tubs oc- 


cupied a long bench. 

"Lula, she has to wuk all de time,” Jasper ex- 
plained, “and she don't never have time to listen to me talk. 
I’se powerful glad somebody is willin' to stop long enough to 
vay some heed whilst I talks ‘bout somepin. Dem days ‘fore de 
war was good old days, ‘specially for de colored folks. I know, 
‘cause my Mammy done told me so. You see I was mighty little 
ey when de war was over, but I heared de old folks do lots 
of talkin' ‘bout dem times whilst I was a-growin’ up, and den too, 
I stayed right der on dat same place "til Twas [bout grown. it 


AS ONT AT A 


was Marse Henry, Jones' plantation ‘way off down in Taliaferro 
ssiiee. wich Ceaateraeit ss Georgy. Mammy b'’longed to Marse 
Yenry. She was Harriet Jones. Daddy was Simon Battle and his 
owner was Marse Billie Battle. De Battle's plantation was off down 


dar nigh de Jones‘ place. When my Mammy and Daddy got married Marse 
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Henry wouldn't sell Mammy, saa Manse Billie wouldn't sell Daddy, 
5a aie didn't git to see one another but twice a week ~ dat was 
on Wednesday and Sedday nights - ‘til atter de war was done over. 
I kin still ‘member Daddy comin' over to Marse Henry's planta- 
tion to see us. 

"Marse Henry kept a lot of slaves to wuk his big 
old plantation whar he growed just evvything us seared ke eat and 
wear ‘cept sugar and coffee and de brass toes for our home-made, 
brogan shoes. Dere allus was a-plenty t'eat and wear on dat 
place. 

"Slave quarters was log cabins built in long rows. 
Some had chimblies in de middle, twixt two rooms, but de most of 
‘em was just one-room cabins wid a stick and mud chimbly at de 
end. Dem chimblies was awful bad ‘bout ketchin' on fire. Didn't 
nobody have no glass windows. Dey jus' had plain plank shutters 
for blinds and de doors was made de same way, out of rough planks. 
All de beds was home-made and de best of ‘em was corded. Dey made 
holes in de sides and foots and haidpieces, and run heavy home- 
made cords in dem holes. Dey wove ‘em crossways in and out of dem 
holes from one side to another ‘til dey had ‘em ready to lay de 
mattress mat on. I*se helped to pull dem cords tight many a time. 
Our mattress ticks was made of homespun cloth and: was stuffed wid 
wieat straw. ‘Fore de mattress tick was put on de bed a stiff mat 
wove out of white oak splits was laid on top of de cords to pertect 
de mattress and make it lay smooth. Us was ‘lowed to pick up all de 


old dirty cotton tround de place to make our pillows out of. 


‘ 
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"Just a few of de slave famblies was ‘lowed to do 
deir own cookin' ‘cause Marster kept cooks up at de big house what 
never had nothint else to do but cook for de white folks and 
slaves. De big old fireplace in dat kitchen at de big house was 
more dan sight feet wide and you could pile whole sticks of cord- 
wood on it. It had racks acrost to hang de pots on and big ovens 
and little ovens and big, thick, iron fryin* pans wid long handles 
and hefty iron lids. Dey could cook for a hunderd people at_on 
time in dat big old kitchen easy. At one time dere was tables 
acrost one end of de kitchen for de slaves teat at, and de slave 
chillun et dar too. 

“Marster wes mighty good to slave chillun. He never 
sont us out to wuk in de fields ‘til us was ‘most growed-up, say 12 
or 14 years old. A Nigger 12 or 14 years old dem days was big as 4 
white child 17 or 18 years old. Why Miss, Niggers growed so fast, 
dat most of de Nigger nurses warn't no older dan de white chillun © 
dey tuk keer of. Marster said he warn't gwine to send no babies to 
de fields. When slave chillun got to be ‘bout 9 or 10 years old 
dey started ‘em to fetchin’ in wood and water, cleanin’ de yards, 
and drivin" up de cows at night. De bigges’ boys was ‘lowed to 
neasure out and fix de stock feed, but de most of us chillun jus’ 


played in de cricks and woods all de time. Sometimes us played 


nee 
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Injuns and made so much fuss dat old Aunt Nancy would come out to 
=o Eta SA 
de woods to see what was wrong, and den when she found us was jus’ 


a-havint fun, she stropved us good for skeerin' her, 


Se 


"Mammy's jobD was to make all de cloth. Dat was what 
sne done all de time; jus' wove cloth. Some of de others cygrded 
de bats and spun thread, but Manny, she jus* wove on so regtlar 
See che tiede enough cloth for clothes for all dem slaves on de 
plantation and, it's a fact, us did have vanity of clothes. All 
de nigger babies wore dresses made jus* alak for boys and gals. 
I was sho'tly mighty glad when dey ‘lowed me to git rid of dem 
dresses and wear shirts. I was ‘bout 5 years old den, but dat boys’ 
shirt made me feel powerful mannish. Slave gals wore homespun 
cotton dresses, and dey had plenty of dem dresses, so as dey aoara 
keep nice and clean all de time. Dey knitted all de socks and 
Sstockin's for winter. Dem gals wore shewls, and dere poke bonnets 
had ruffles ‘round tem. All de shoes was home-made too. Marster 
kept one man on de plantation what didn't do nothin’ but make Boes« 
Lordy, Missy! What would gals say now if dey had to wear dem kind 
of clothes? Dey would raise de roof plumb offen de house. But 
jus! let me tell you, a purty young gal dressed in dem sort of 
clothes would look mighty sweet to me right now. 

"Us never could eat all de meat in Marster's big 
old smokehouse. Sometimes he tuk hams to de store and traded ‘em 
for sugar and coffee. Plenty of ‘bacco was raised on dat planta- 
tion for all @e white folks and de growed-up Niggers. Slave chillun 
warntt sposen to have none, so us had to swipe what ‘bacco us got. 
Tf our Mammies found out ‘bout us gittin® "bacco, dey stropped us 


‘til de skin was most off our backs, but sometimes us got away wid 


6. 66 


a little. If us seed any of de old folks was watchin’ us, us 
slipped de *bacco from one to another of us whilst dey starched 
us, and it went mighty bad on us if dey found it. 


"Slaves went to de white folks' church and listened 
to de white esachens:. Dere warn’t no colored preacher ‘lowed to 
preach in dem churches den. Dey preached to de white folks fust 
and den dey let de colored folks come inside and hear some preachin' 
atter dey was through wid de white folks. But on de big ‘vival 
meetin’ days dey ‘lowed de Niggers to come in and set in de gallery 
and listen at de same time dey preached to de white folks. When de 
sermon was over dey had a big dinner spread out on de grounds and dey 
hed jus* evvything good tteat lak chickens, barbecued hogs and lambs, 
ples, and lots of watermelons. Us kept de watermeions in de crick 
'til dey was ready to cut ‘em. A white gentleman, what dey called 
Mr. Kilpatrick, done most of de preachin’. He was from de White 
Flains neighborhood. He shot did try mighty hard to git evvybody 
to 'bey de Good Lord and keep his commandments. 

"Mr. Kilpatrick preached all de funerals too. It 
‘pears lak a heap more folks is a-dyin" out dese days dan died den, 
and folks was a.heap better den to folks in trouble. Dey would 
eo miles and miles den when dey didn't have no auto’biles, to help 
folks whet was in trouble. Now, dey won't go next door when dere'’s 
death in de house. Den, when anybody died de fust thing dey done 
was to shroud tem and lay ‘em out on de coolin* board ‘til Old 


werster's cyarpenter could git de coffin made up. Dere warn't no 
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embalmers dem days and us had to bury folks de next day atter dey 
died. De coffins was just de same for white folks end deir ‘slaves. 
On evvy plantation dere was a piece of er fenced in for a 
graveyard whar dey buried white folks and slaves too. My old Daddy 
is buried down yonder on Marse Henry's plantation right now. 

"When a Slave wanted to git married up wid a gal, 
he didntt ax de gal, but he went and told Marster 'bout it. Marster 
would talk to de gal and if she was willin', den Marster would tell 
all de other Niggers us was a-goin' to have a weddin'. Dey would all 
come up to de big house and Marster would tell de couple to jine 

ee 

hends and jump backwards over a broomstick, and den he pernounced 
‘em man and wife. Dey didn't have to have no licenses or nothin‘ 
lak dey does now. If a man married up wid somebody on another place, 
he had to git a pass from his Marster, so as he could go see his 
wife evvy Wednesday and Sadday nights. When de patterollers cotched 
Slaves out widout no passes, dey evermore did beat ‘em up. Leastways 
dat's what Mammy told me. | 

*"Durin' de big war all de white folkses was off 
a-fightin' ‘cept dem what was too old to fight or what was too bad 
Criprled and 'flicted. Dey stayed home and looked atter de ‘omans 
and chillun. sancbeay sont Misttess word dat dem yankees was on de 
way to our plantation and she hid evvything she could, den had de 
hors and hosses driv off to de swamps and hid. Mammy was crazy 'bout 
a pet pig what Marster had done give her, so Mist'tess told her to go 
cn down to dat swamp quick, and hide dat little pig. dus’ as she was 


f-runnin' back in de yard, dem yankees rid in and she seed ‘em 
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p-laughin® fit to kill. She looked ‘round to see what dey was 
tickled ‘bout and dere foliowin't her lak a baby was dat pig. Dem 
yenkees was perlite lak, and dey never bothered nothin* on our 
place, but dey jus' plumb ruint evvything on some of de plantations 
right close to our'n. Dey tuk nigh evvything some of our getehpere. 
had tteat, most all deir good hosses, and anything else dey wanted. 
Us never did know why dey never bothered our white folkses* things. 
"When dey give us our freedom us went right on over 
to Marse Billie Battle's place and stayed dar wid Daddy ‘bout a year; 
den vaddy come wid us back to Marse Henry's, and dar us stayed ‘til 
Cld hiarster died. Long as he lived atter de war, he wukked most of 
ris help on sheers, and seed dat us was tuk keer of jus’ lak he had 
done when us all btlonged to him. Us never went to school much 
‘cause Mammy said white folks didn't lak for Niggers to have no 
larnint, but atter de war was done over our Old Mist'ess let colored 
chi llun have some lessons in.a little cabin what was built in de back 


vard for de white chillun to go to scnool in. 


“Atter dey buried our Old Marster, us moved down to 
Sancoek County and farmed dar, ‘cause dat was all us knowed how to 
do. Us got togéther and raised money to buy ground enough for a 
churchyard and a graveyard for coYrored folks. Dat graveyard filled 
ur so tast dat dey had to buy more land several times. Us holped ‘em 


build de fust colored church in Hancock County. 


*“Schcol for colored chillun was held den in our church 


house. Our teacher was a white man, Mr. Tom Andrews, and he was 
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a mighty good teacher, but Lordy, how strick he wast! Dese here 


chillun don't know nothin’ ‘bout school. Us went early in de 


mornin’, tuk our dinner in a bucket, and never left 'til four o* 


clock, and sometimes dat was ‘most nigh sundown. All day us 
studied dat blue back speller, and dat white teacher of ours shot 
tuk de skin offen our backs if us didn't mind him. Dere warn‘'t no 
fussin’ and fightin’ and foolin' ‘round on de way home, ‘cause dat 
wiite teacher ‘lowed he had control of us "til us got to our Mammies’ 
decors and if us didn't git for home in a hurry, it was jus" too bad 
for us when he tuk it out on us next day wid dat long hick'ry switch. 
"Things is shot diffunt now. Folks ain't good now 
as dey was den, Hut. Gerd is gwine to be a change. I may not be here 
to see it, but it*ts a-comin' ‘cause de Good Lord is done ‘sied (pro- 
phesied) it, and it's got to be. God's sayint is comin' to pass jus* 
as shot as us is livin’ and settin' in de shade of dis here tree. 
*Lordy, Miss! How come you axes *bout colored folks‘es 
weddin's? I was a-courtin’ a little 14-year old gal named Lovie 
williams, but her Mammy runned me off and said she warn't gwine to 
let Lovie git married up wid nobody ‘til she got big enough. I jus* 
bought dem licenses and watched for my chanct and den I stole dat 
eel right from under her Mammy's eyes. My Mammy knowed all 'bout 
it and holped us git away. Us didn't have no time for no weddin'. 
De best us could do was jus? to git ourselfs married up. Lovie's 
Memmy raised de Old Ned, but us didn't keer den, ‘cause it was too 
iste for her to @o nothin’ to part us. Lovie was one of the bestest 


sols what ever lived. Us raised 12 chillun and I never had one speck 
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of trouble wid her. Lovie'ts ens been daid 15 years now.” 

His voice trembled as he talked about his first 
wife, and Lula almost stipe her work to listen. This kind of talk 
did not please her and her expression grew stern. "You done talked 
a-plenty,* she told him. "You ain't strong ‘nough to do no more 
talkin',* but Jasper was not willing to be silenced. "I reckon I 
knows when I'se tired. I ain't gwine to hush ‘til I gits good and 
ready," was his protest. “Yes Missy,” he continued. "All our chil- 
lun is done daid now ‘cept four and dey is ‘way off up North. Ain't 
nobody left here ‘cept me and Lita. Lula is pow'ful good to me. I 
done got too old to wuk, and can't do nothin' nohow wid dis old foot 
so bad off. I'tse ready and even anxious to go when ae Good Lord 
calls for old Jasper to come to de Heav'nly Home. 

"T aintt heared nothin’ from my only brother in over 
7 years. I ‘spose he still lives in Crawfordville. Missy, I wishes 
I could go back down to Crawfordville one more time. I kin jus* see 
our old homeplace on de plantation down dar now. Lula a-washin' here, 
makes me study ‘bout de old washplace on Marse Henry's plantation. 
Dere was a long bench full of old wood tubs, and a great big iron pot 
for bilin't de clothes, and de batten block and stick. Chillun beat 
ce clothes wid de batten stick and kept up de fire ‘round de pot 
whilst de tomans leaned over de tubs washin' and a-esingin' dem old 
songs. You could hear ‘em 'most a mile away. Now and den one of de 
‘omans would stop singin' long enough to yell at de chillun to ‘git 


more wood on dat fire ‘fore I lash de skin offen your back.’ 
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| "Oh Missy, decade good old days. Us would be 

ticle to have ‘em back again, ‘specially when harvest time comes 
‘round. You could hear Niggers a-singin't in de fields ‘cause dey 
didn't have no worries lak dey got now. When us got de corn up 
from de fields, Niggers come from far and nigh to Marster's corn- 
shuckin'. Dat cornshuckint wuk was easy wid evvybody singin' and 
havint a good time together whilst dey made dem shucks fly. De corn- 
shuckin' captain led all de singin’ and he set right up on top of de 
nighes* pile of corn. De chillun was kept busy a-passint de liquor 
jug ‘round. Atter it started gittin' dark, Marster had big bonfires 
built up and plenty of torches set ‘round so as dere would be plenty 
of light. Atter dey et all dey wanted of dem good things what had 
done been cooked up for de big supper, den de wrastlin' matches started, 
and warster allus give prizes-ta.de best wrastlers. Dere warn't no 
fussin' and fightin’ ‘lowed on our place, and dem wrastlin' wabenes 
was al] in good humor and was kept orderly. Marster wanted evvybody 
to be friends on our wlanoaticn and to stay dat way, for says he: 
'De Blessed Saviour done said for us to love our neighbor as ourselfs, 
end to give and what us gives is gwine to come back to us.' Missy, de 
sood Lord's ied ae always right." 

The interviewer was preparing to leave when one of 
‘esper's old friends approached the sheltering tree in the yard, where 
tne interview was drawing to a close. “Brudder Paul,” said Jasper, "I 
wisht you had come sooner ‘cause Missy, here, and me is done had de 
bestest time a-goin' back over dem old times when folks loved one 
another better dan dey does now, Good-bye Missy, you done been mighty 


xind and patient wid old Jasper. Come back’ again some time." 
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ARRIE BINNS of WASHINGTON-WILKES 


Arrie Binns lives in Baltimore, a negro suburb of Washington- 
Wilkes, in a little old tumbled down kind of a cottage that used 
to be one of the neatest and best houses of the settlement and 
where she has lived for the past sixty-odd years. In the yard 
of her home is one of the most beautiful holly trees to be found 
anywhere. She set it there herself over fifty years ago. Ske 
recalled how her friends predicted bad luck would befall her be~ 
cause she "sot out er holly", but not being in the least bit 
superstitious she paid them "no mind" and has enjoyed her beautiful 

tree all these years. Many lovely oaks are arouna her house; 
she set them there long ago when she was young and with her 
husband moved into their new home and wanted to make. it as at- 
tractive as possible. ‘She is all alone now, Wer husband died 
Some years ago and three of her four children have passed on.. 
Her "preacher son" who was her delight, died not very long ago. 
All this sorrow has left Aunt drrie old and sad;. her face is 
no longer lighted by the smile it used to know. She is a tiny 
little scrap of a woman with the softest voice and is as neat 
as can be. She weats an oldfashioned apron all the time and in 
cool weather there is always a little black cape around her frail,/~ 
shoulders and held together with a plain old pee Se Ea 


She was born in Lincoln County (Georgia), her mother was 
Smeline Sybert and her father Jordan Sybert, fhey belonged to 
.r, Jones Sybert and his wife "Miss Peggy". After freedom they 
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changed their surname to Gullatt as they liked that better, 

irrie was among the oldest of nine children. The night she 

was born the stork brought a little baby girl to the home of a 
white family-just across the creek from the Syberts. The little 
white girl was named Arine so "Miss Peggy" named the little new 
black baby girl Arrie, and that is how it happened she was given 


such an odd name. 


érrie said she was "15 er 16 years old when the war broke 
(1865), I waz big enough to be lookin' at boys an' dey lookin! 
at me." She remembers the days of war, how when the battle of 


Atlanta was raging they heard the distant rumble of cannon, and 


how "upsot" they all w Her master died of "the consumption" 
during the war. She recalls how hard it was after his death. 


| The Syberts had no children and there was no one to turn to after 
| his death. Arrie tells of her Master's illness, how she was 
: the housemaid and was called upon to fan him and how she would 
: get so tired and sleepy she would nod a little, the fan dropping 
| from hands into his face. He would take it up and “crack my 


haid with the handle to wake me ups I wuz allus so sorry when 


ene 


She told about how bad the overseers were and the trouble 
they gave until finally "old Miss turned off ther one she had 
an" put my Pa in his place to manage things and look after the 
work." drrie was never punished, (not any more than having 
cer head cracked by her Laster when she nodded while fanning 


nim.) "No mam, not none of our niggers wuz whipped. Why I 
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recollect once, my brother wuz out without a pass an" de patter 
rollers kotch him and brung him to old Miss and said he'd have 
ter be whipped, old Miss got so mad she didn't know what ter do, 
she said nobody wuz a goin' ter whip her niggers, but the 
patter roller men 'sisted so she said after er while, ‘Well, 

but I'm goint ter stan' right here an' when I say stop, yer got 
ter stop', an’ they "greed to dat, an’ the third time dey hit 
him she raised her han* an' said 'STOP' an' dey had ter let my 
brother go. My Miss wuz a big ‘oman, she'd weivh nizh on ter 


three hundred pound, I 'spect.” 


aécGr Wer master’s Meith MEPIS AG 4hGo Ante the Wield 
work. She recalled with a little chuckle, the old cream horse, 
"Toby" she use to plow. She loved Toby, she said, and they did 
good work. when not plowing she said she "picked er round in 
the fields" doing whatever she could. She and the other slaves 
were not required to do very hard work. Her mother was a field 
hand, but in the evenings she spun and wove down in their cabin. 
Aunt Arrie added "ant 1 did love to hear that old spinnin' wheel, 
it made a low kind of a whirring sound that made me sleepy.” 
She said her mother, with all the other negro women on the place, 
nad "a task of pinnin' a spool at night", and they spun and 
wove on rainy days too. "Ma made our clothes an' we had pretty 
dresses too. She dyed some blue and brown striped. We growed 
tue indigo she used fer the blue, right dar on the plantation, 


and she used bark and leaves to make the tan and brown colors." 


Aunt Arrie said the Doctor was always called in when they 
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were sick, “but we never sont fer him lesse'n somebody wuz 

real sick. De old folks doctored us jest fer little ailments. 
Dey give us lye tea fer colds. (This was made by taking a few 
clean ashes from the fire place, putting them in a little thin 
bag and pouring boiling water over them and let set for a few 
minutes. This had to be given very weak or else it would be 
harmful, Aunt Arrie explained.) Garlic and whiskey, and den, 
dar ain't nothin’ better fer the pneumony dan splinter tea, I've 
cured bad cases with it." (That is made by pouring boiling 


water. over lightwood splinters. ) 


Aunt Arrie told of their life on the plantation and it was . 


not unlike that of other slaves who id good masters who looked 
after them. They had plenty to eat and to wear, Their féod 
was given them and they cooked and ate their meals in the cabins 
in family groups. Santa Claus always found his way to the 
Quarters and brought them stick candy and other things to eat. 
She said for their Christmas dinner there was always a big fat 
hen and a hoghead. 


In slavery days the negroes had quiltings, dances, picnics 
and everybody had a good time, Aunt drrie said, "an' I kin dance 
yit when I hears a fiddle'.” They had their work to do in the 
week days, but when Sundays came there was no work, everybody 
rested and on "preachin' days“ went to Church. Her father took 
them all to old Rehoboth, the neighborhood white church, and 


they worshiped together, white and black, the negroes in the 


ras) 


™, 


page - 5 ve) 


gallery. That was back in the days when there was "no lookint 
neither to the right nor to the left" when in church: no matter | 
what happened, no one could even half way smile. This all was 
much harder than having to listen to the long tiresome sermons 
‘of those days, Arrie thinks, specially when she recalled on one 
occasion “when Mr. Sutton wuz a preachin' a old goat up under the 


Church an' every time Kr. Sutton would say something out real 


| loud that old goat would go 'Bahea-a Bah ba-a-a' an’ we couldn't 


laugh a bit. I most busted, I wanted ter laugh so bad." 


armen. 


"Yassum, in dem days” continued Aunt Arrie, “all us colored 
folks went to the white folks church kase us didn't have no 
churches of our own and day want no colored preachers den, but 
some what wuz called "Chairbacks". The Chairback fellows went 
er round preachin' an’ singin’ in the cabins down in the Quarters 
and dey use ter have the bes' meetin's, folks would be converted 
an' change dey way. De hymns dey sung de most wuz “Amazin' 
Grace" an' "Am I Born ter Die?" I ‘members de meetin's us use 
‘ter have down in our cabin an' how everybody would pray an! 


sing." 


~\ “Dey ain't nothin’ lak it use ter be," sighed Aunt Arrie, 
"Now when I first could recollect, when a nigger died they sot 
up with de corpse all night and de next day had de funeral an! 
when dey started to the burial ground with the body every body 
in the whole procession would sing hymns. I've heard ‘em ‘nongh 


times clear ‘cross the fields, singin’ and moanin' as they went, 


_ Dem days of real feelin' an' keerin' is gone.” 
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When freedom cme there were sad times on the Sybert 
plantation, Arrie said. "Old Miss cried and cried, and all us 
cried too. Old Miss said "You'al jest goin' off to perish’.’ 
Aunt Jennie, one of the oldest women slaves stayed on with her 
and took keer of her, but all us stayed on a while. Us didn't 
know whar. to go an! what ter do, an' den come Dr. Peters and 
dr. Allen frum Arkansas to git han's to go out dar ant work fer 

dem. My Pa took his family and we stayed two years. It took us 
qigae nian ar whole week to git dar, we went part way on de train 
and den rid de steam boat up de Mississippi River ter de landin'. 
Wg worked in the cotton field out dar and done all kinds er work 
on de farm, but us didn't like an' Dr. Peters an' Mr. Allen 

give my Pa money fer us ter come home on. ‘Fore we could git 
started my oldest brother wanted to come home so bad he jest 
pitched out and walked all de way frum Arkansas to our old home 
in Georgy. We come back by Memphis and den come on homeon 

de train. (men we wuz out car I went to school an' got as far 


as 'Baker', Dat's de only schoolin' I ever had." 


Aunt Arrie told about her courtship and marriage, she 
remembers all about it and grew rather sentimental and sad while 
she talked. She said that Franklin Binns was going with her 
before she went to live in Arkansas and when she came home he 
picked up the courtship where he had left off when she went away. 
se would ride 2C miles on horseback to see her. He brought her 
candy and nice things to eat, but she still wouldn't "give him no 


se.isfaction 'bout whether she keered fer him er not .” She said 
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other men wanted to come to see her, but she paid them not one 
bit of attention. "No mam, I wouldn't ‘cept of them, I never 
did go with in an' everybody, 1 don't do dat yit'.” She said one 
day Franklin was to see her and said "Less us marry, I think 
'nough of you to marry .” She said she wouldn't tell him nothin! 
so he went to see her parents and they agreed, so she married 

him sometime later. They were married by a white minister, 


nf. Joe UVarter. 


Aunt Arrie leads a lonely life now, She grieves for her 
loved ones more than negroes usually do. She doesn't get about 
much, but "I does go over to see Sis Lou (a neighbor) every now 


? She says she is living on borrowed 


an' den fer consolation . 
time because she has always taken care of herself and worked 
and been honest. She said that now she is almost at the close 
of her life waiting day by day for the call to come, she is 
glad she knew slavery, glad she was reared by good white people 
who taught her the right way to live, and she added: "Mistess, 
I'se so glad I allus worked hard ae been honest - hit has sho 


paid me time ant time agin." 


bbATGY AG onRAwF HENRY BLAND = BX@SLAVE 80 
Herry Bland is one of the few living ex-slaves who was born on @ plantation neer 

enton, O&e, in 1651, life parents were Martha and sam Coxton. In this family group 
eturee other enildren, two girls and one boy, who was the oldest. jten questimed 
wsiing the birthplace and the movements of nis parents, Mr. Bland stated thet his 
tar ves born im Hencock County, Ga. His mother along with her mother was brought 
corgia by the speculator with a drove of other slaves, The first thing th# he 
emer of ois parents is when he was quite small and was allowed to remain in the 
stcr's Kitchen in the *big house” where Lis mother *as cook. 

y, Goxton, wo ¥:8 the owner of ir. Bland and nis family, eas described as being 
very rich end influential man in the community where he lived. cSays mr. Blend, 
sonly fault was that of drinking tco much of the whisky that he distiiled on the 
anistion,™ Unldke some of the other sleve ownera in that section, Mr. Coxton was very 
nts ii3 slaves. His plantation mas a large one and on it was raieed cotton,. corn, 
ne, vegetables, and live stock. More cotton waa grown than anything else. 

‘rom the time he sas l] yer and 6 months of age until he was 9 years old he lived 
the "ol= house’ with nis mother. At night he slept on the floor there. In spite of 
ig, is soa bis mother’s treatment was oonsiderebly better than dist received by those 
vs 2.9 Yopked in the fields. «hile tueir food consisted of the same things as did 
tt of the field slaves, sometimes choice morsels came back to the kitchen fom the 
sher's table. He aays that cis mother's clothes were of better quality than the other 
ve co7en (those who were not employed in the house), 

- & @L4ld nis first job was to cut wood for the stove, pick up chips, and to drive 
eco-8 to-und from the pasture. ‘hen ¥ years old ne wes sent to the field es a vlow 
Ye (ere he worked with a large nw..er of otner sl:wes (he does not know the exact 
2} «90 were divided into two groups, the plow group and the hoe group. His fether 


ene? Lo be the foresan of the hoe genge His brothcre and sisters aiso rked here 


tho Lelds being required to noe as well sa plow. -hen picking time oame, everyone fas 
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required to pick, The usual amount of cotton each person was required to pick was 
290 los. ~<P day. Uovwever, shen this amount was not picked by same they were not 
cunished by the overseer, 68 was the ¢&se on neighboring plantations, begause zr. Coxton 
realized thut some could do more work than others. Mr.Coxton often told cis oversee 
thet ne hed not been hired to whip the slaves, but to teach them how to work, 

.ayo Kr. Bland: “Our working hours Were the same as on any other plentation. ie 
hej to fet uv every morning befo.e suneup and when it wes good and light we were in the 
field, «A bugle was blown to wake us." All the slaves stayed in the field until dark. 


tr laving the field they were never required to do any serk but could spemd their 


tine es th y saw fit to. No work wes required on ceturday or cunday vith the exception 
tz.t the stock bad to be cared for. Sesides these days when no sork was reg ired, there 
sas tue 4th of July and Christmas on which the Sleves were permitted to do as they 
sleesed. These two latter dates sere usually spent in true holiday spirit 2 the master 
uszliy gave a big feast in the form of a barbecue and allowed them to invite tioir 
friends. 

ten darkness oame t:ey sang and denced and this was what they called a “frolic.” 

“8 & venerel rile this same thing sas permitted aftcr the erops nad been gathered. 

usic for these oceesions was furnished by violin, ban jo.and @ ciapping of hands, 

Tt, ..cnd says that he used to nelp furnish this music 7 inf. Coxton had bought him a 
violins 

-2 the Coxton plentation all sleves alveys nad a sufficient anount of Clothing. 

iets Clothes which were issued when needed and not at any certain time included 


ticics for Sunday wear as well as articles for work. Those servants who worked 


in the “big house” wore nractically the sume clothes as the mast-r and his wife 
“32 tre nossible exception toat it met the qualification of being second-handed. 
~ tocue of work clothing included a heavy pair of work shoes oalled brogans, 


“Oes"un e:irtse nd e veir of jeans pants. 4 pair of mitted scoks 76s also included. 


Henry Bland, eX-slave 50 fs 
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mite vomen j re homespua dreases -or their working clothes. For ounday sear the 

men vere given wuite cotton stirts and the women white cotton dresses. Ail clothing 
MS rea “&de on the vlentation by those women #0 were too old for ficld work, 

. in the same manner th:t clothing wae sufficient, sc was food plentiful. At the 
end oF each week each family wes given 4 lbs. of meat, 1 peck of meal, and sane 

: syrupe cach pereaon in a fanily wes allowed to raise a ga rdea and so they bad vegee 
tebl<s whenever they sished to. In addition to this tuey were allowed to raise 

: chickens, to hunt and to fish. liowever, none of the food that ws secured in any of 
ts. “ys mentioned above could be sold. «hen anyone sished to bunt, ur. Ceaton 
psicplied the gun and the shot. 

-lthough the slaves cooked for themselves, their breekfast and dinner were 
usu:lly sent to them in the fields after it had been prepared in the cook house. 
Fiuc Pexson for this was thet they bad to get up too s:on in the morning, andat noon 
too much time would be lost if they were permitted to go to tneir cabins for lunch. 

| the ¢:.ildren who were too young to work in the field were cared for by some old 
Si.ve ano likewise was unable to do field sork. The c..ildren were usuzlly fed pot 

l itouor, corn bread, milk, syrup, ani vegetabl:s,. ach one had his individual cup to 
! cut frome The food on Sunde; was usually no diiferent from that of any oth r day 

oo the weeke However, ar. Bland ssys that they never tid to break in the amokshouse 
| 2.cuse of hungere 

| umm asked to describe the living quarters of the slaves on his >lantation he 
lovk-d around nis room and mutt red: “Dey wuz a lott better than dis one.” Wome 

a. She cabins were «de of logs and some of *«eutherbo ras, The chinks in the mille 
“é.2 Sealed with mud. In saue instances boards were used on the inside to keep the 
sc thie oute There were usually two windows, snutters being used in the place of 
si Cow Tenes. The o:.imney end fireplace were mede of mud and stones. 411 cooking 
% done et the fireviace as none of thes were provided with stoves. Iron cooking 


Utensils were used. To boil food a rot vas hung ov:r tne fire by means of a hook. 


henry Bland, eXeslave. te &§3 


sho remaining furniture was a bench which served as a ohair,gand a crude ded. 

agpe running fram side to side served as bed springs. The mattress was rade 

of straw or may. For lighting purposes, pine knots and candles were used. The 
_jc-ye3 om the Coxton pli ntation were also fortunate in that ail o:bins had *ood 
floors. ALl cabins and their furnishings sere built by the slaves who learned the 
use of bammer ani gay from ehite artissns whom Mr. Coxton employed from time to time. 


i 
-y, Jland remarked that his father was @ blacksmith, having learned the trade in this 


iene ihe 

. doetor was employed regularly by ..r. Coxton to miniotsr to the needs of the 
slaves im time of illness. “de &@leo bed our own medicine,” saya mr. Blend. At different 
| tira excuraiona were made to the woods where “yarbs" (herbs) were gathered. Verias 
dnis of teas and medicines were made by boiling these roots in eater. Tne usual 
csuses of illness on this rlantation were oolds, fevers, ani constipation. Castor oil 
‘nd salts were &ls0 used toa great extent. If an individus] was too 111 to work an 
olier slave hud to nurse this persone 

.o effort was made by «rr. Coxton to teach sis sluves anything except menual 
trining. A slave who could use his hands st sxiiled wrk ss more valuable than the 
oriin ry field und. If, however, a sluve secured a book, .r. Coxton sould avip him 
le-im to read it. «above all, reiigious treinine sas not denied. Aa a mt-er of fact, 
7, ooxton required each one of nis servants to dress in his ounday clothes and to go 
ta church ev.ry bunday, cervic.s for ell were held et the white chureh - the aloves 
sittin; on onc aide end the mastors on the other. «411 presching “as done by a wiite 
Motor. | 

‘ig promiscuous relationships were allowed. If a man santed to marry he merely 
“claied out the eoman of his enoice to the master. He in turn called her and told her 
t. . suebh and such an individual wished her for a wife. If she agreed they were 


“rocsunecd man end wife and were permittsd to live together. 


Be f$.3 
Henry Slend, exeslave. 

The sleves on ie plantation were ar.at believers in roots and their values 
jn the use of conjuring people. 

Mr, Bland doesn't remember ever seeing anyone sold by iir. Coxton, but he bard 
tit on other nearby plantations slaves were pl:ced on an auction block and sold 
lika cattle. 

None of the slaves were ever whipped or beaten by ur. Coxton or by anyone else. 
if a rule was broken the offender ens called before hir. Coxton where he was talied to. 
In some eases @ whipping was promised and thet ended the matter. The “Paddie Rollers” 
«sbinved the slaves from other plentations when they were caught off of tneir premiscs 
sithout a “pass” but this was never the case whem & slave belonging to sr, Coxton 
broke this rule. ir. 3Jiand remembers th ¢ once he and sane of his fellow slaves were 
gray from home without a pass ahen they were seen by the “Peddie Rollers” sho started 
efter theme hen they were recognized as belonging to it. Coxton one of them (Paddle 
xollers) said: "Don't bother then; thet's them d-=-'"free niggers.” The Paddle 
Hollera were not allowed to come on the Coxton plantation to whip his sls ves or any 
other owner's slaves who happened to be visiting at the time. Mr. Coxton required 
tt they all be on the plantation by nightfall. 

‘the above seems to be rethor conclusive proof of i@&. Coaton's influence in the 
aommuni ty. | 
meg 

anenever & slave committed 6 crime against the o¢ete, his master usually had to 
“aj for the damsg: done or pay the slave's fine. It was tucn up to nim to see that 
t.e offender was punished. 

Mr. Coxton once saw nim (Mr. Bland) beat another slave(who was a guest at a 
fr 140) when this visitor attemnted to draw a pistol on uim, Mr. Aland wes upheld 
in : ig aetion and told by sir. Coxton thst he had better alsays fight back when 
S yone struck nim, whether the person Sai shite or black. Further, if he (Mr. Coxton) 


i et of his not fighting back a wnipping «ould be in store for sim, 
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vr. Coxton was different fram some of the slove ovnere in thet he gave the 
ie 4 Of each family spending money <t Cariatms time - the anount veryin sith the size 
of the family. 
‘.,em the vivil .ar wes begua the mister seemed to be worried all the time’ states 
:, ..ond. “He wos afraid tnt se #wculd be freed and then he wouli Bsve to tlre us to 
69 AS woke” 
pen asked to desoribe his fedlings about the war and the nossibility of ais being 
frced, or. Jland said that he had no particular feeling of gladness at ail. Ine csuteome 
of tos war did not interest im at all 2ecause sr. Coxton was such a good maate. he 
jidn't eare whether he was freed or not. iifs f-llow slaves felt the same say. 
‘nen oNs:man enl the Yakees were marciiog tirough they took all of the iive stodk 
bit botu.ered notidng else. Tne duildings on tae adjoining plantation were all burned. 
. 3511 sceirmiah took place about 2 miles away from kY. Coxzton's plantation when the 
fo rkees and Confederates met. 42. Coxton’s two sons took part in the war. 
«0. Sland waa taken by Uherman's army to Savannah and then to s#econe He says tut 
rn: gaW President Jeff Dav&s give up his sword to General Sherman in surrender, 
.?fter tne war ‘xr. Corton was still sell off in snite of the fect th t he had lost 
Julte a bit of money os e r.gilt of the war. he aaved a grext aeui of is cash by 
sipoins it *heg oherman came torough, Tac cattle might h ve been saved if ne (mr. Slend 
(vist tive driven them into the soous before ne wu seen oy sone of the soldiers. 
t the close of the war ar, voxton informad all the slaves that they were free to ¢ 
ker: they wished, but trey a1] refused to leave, 10st of trem died on tic nlantation. 
long says that «nen he cecane of age his former mster pavc Aim @ wagon, txo mules 
258 and buggy cond ten risee 
vr. Slang tuinks that ola age is a characteristic in iis family. ids srandnother 
si, . to be 115 yeur. ols and cis mother 107 years old. slthoush in nis wu's, ur. slend 
ise almo.t nerfest oleture of tealth. Je t.inks that he will live to become at last 


l.. .sars old zeeause he is going to co tiauc to live as sane a lite as te bas in the 


J. R. Jones 
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RIAS BODY, EX~SLAVE. 
Place of birth: Harris County, near Waverly Hall, Georgia 
pate of birth: April 9, 1846 
Present residence: 1419 - 24th Street, Columbus, Georgia 
Interviewed: July 24, 1936 


Rias Body was born the slave property of Mr. Ben Body, a 
Harris County planter. He states that he was about fifteen 
years Old when the Civil War started and, many years ago, his 
old time white folks told him that April 9, 1846, was the 

date of his birth. 

The "patarolers,” according to "Uncle" Rias, were always quite 
active in ante-bellum days. The regular patrol consisted of 
six men who rode nightly, different planters and overseers 
taking turns about to do patrol duty in each militia district 
in the County. 

All slaves were required to procure passes from their owners or 
their plantation overseers before they could go visiting or 


pone 


leave their home premises. | If the “patarolers" caught a 


"Nigger" without a pass, they whipped him and sent him home. 
Sometimes, however, if the "Nigger" didn't run and told a 
straight story, he was let off with a lecture and a warning. 


Slave children, though early taught to make themselves use- 


ful, had lots of time for playing and frolicking with the white 
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children. 

Rias was a great hand to go seining with a certain clique 

of white boys, who always gave him a generous or better 

than equal share of the fish caught. 

4t Christmas, every slave on the Body plantation received a 
present. The ieee ebildren received candy, raisins and 
"nigger-toes", balls, marbles, etc. 

4s for food, the slaves had, with the exception af "fancy 
trimmins", about the same food that the whites ate. No darky 
in Harris County that he ever heard of ever went hungry or 
suffered for clothes until after freedom. 

Every Saturday was a wash day. The clothes and bed linen of 
&ll Whites and Blacks went into wash every Saturday. And 
"Niggers", whether they liked it or not, had to "scrub" them- 
selves every Saturday night. 

The usual laundry and toilet soap was ea home-made lye product, 
Some of it a soft-solid, and some as liquid as water. The datter 
was stored in Jugs and demijohns. Either would "fetch the 
dirt, or take the hide off"; in short, when applied "with rag 
and water, something had to come". | 
Many of the Body slaves had wives and husbands living on other 
Plantations and belonging to other planters. As a courtesy to 


the principals of such mtrimonial alliances, their omers 


furnished the men passes permitting them to visit their 
wives once or twice a week. Children born to such unions 
“owner 5 

were the property of the wife’ SA the father's owner had no 
claim to them whatsoever. 

| "Uncle" Rias used to frequently come to Columbus with his 
master before the war, where he often saw "Niggers oxioned off" 
at the old slave mart which was located at wheat is now 1225 
Broadway. Negroes to be offered for sale were driven to 

- Columbus in droves -- like cattle -- by "Nawthon speckulatahs", 
‘and prospective buyers would visit the "block" accompanied by 
doctors, who would feel of, thump, and examine the "Nigger" to 

see if sound. A young or middle-aged Negro man, specially or 

' even well trained in some trade or out-of-th-ordinary line of 

‘work, often sold for from $2000.00 ta $4000.00 in gold. 

Women and “runty Nigger men* commanded a price of from 

' $600.00 up, each. 4 good "breedin oman", though, says "Uncle" 
' Bias, would sometimes sell for as high as $1200.00. 

/ Fas Body had twelve brothers, eight of whom were "big buck 

| Niggers," and older than himself. The planters and “patarolers* 
accorded these "big Niggers" unusual privileges — to the end 
thet he estimates that they “wug de daddies uv least a hunnert 


heat’ o* chillun in Harris County before de war broke out." 


Some of these children were "scattered*® over a wide area. 
Sin, according to Rias Body, who voices the sentiment of the 
great majcrity of aged Negroes, is that, or everything, which 
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one does and says “not im the name af the Master". | The holy 


command, “Whatever—ye do, do {t im My name," is subjected to 
some very unorthodox interpretations by many members of the 
colored race, Indeed, by their peculiar interpretation of 

this command, it is established that "two clean sheets can't 
smut", which means that a devout man and wman may indulge in 
the primal passion without committing sin. 

The old man rather boasts of the fact that he received a number 
of whippings when 4 slave: ssys he now knows that he deserved 
them, "an thout ‘em" he would have no doubt "been hung ‘fore 
he wuz thutty years ole." 

Among the very old slaves whom he knew as a boy were quite a 
few whom the Negroes looked up to, respected, and feared as 
witches, eigcatae. and magic-workers. These either brought their 
"learnin" with them from Africa or absorbed it from their in- 
mediate African forebears. Mentally, these people wern't brilliant, 
but highly sensitized, and Rias gave "all sich" aswide a berth 
as opportunity permitted him, though he knows "dat dey had 
secret doins an carrying-ons". In truth, had the Southern 
Whites not curbed the mumbo-jumboism of his people, he is of 
the opinion that it would not now be safe to step “out his doe 
at night", ; 
Incidentally, Rias Body is more fond of rabbit than any other 


meat "in de wurrul", and says that he could -- if he were 
able to get them -- eat three rabbits a day, 365 days in 
the year, and two for breakfast on Christmas morning. 

He also states that pork, though killed in the hottest 

of July weather, will not spoil if it is packed down in 
shucked corn-on-the-cob. This he learned in slavery days 
when, &S @ "run-away", he "knocked @ shoat in the head" 


one summer and tried it -- proving it. 


£00066 91 


EX-SLAVE INTERVIEW: 


JAMES BOLTON 
ATHENS, GEORGIA 


Written by: Mrs. Sarah H. Hall, 
Federal Writers’ 
Project, Residency 4, 
Athens, Georgia. 


ie Edited by: Miss Maude Barragan, 
Federal Writerst Project, 
Residency 15, 
Augusta, Georgia. 


4100066 - 
; Hall-Barregen 92 


JAMES BOLTON 
ATEENS, GEORGIA 

"It never was the same on our plantation atter we done 
laid Mistess away," said James Bolton, 85 year old mulatto ex- 
slave. "I ain't never forget when Wistess died - she had been 
so good to every nigger on our plantation. When we got siek, 
Mistess allus had us tended to. “The niggers on our plantation 
ail walked to church to hear her funeral sermon and then welked 
to the graveyard to the buryin'." 

James, shrivelled and wrinkled, with his bright eyes 
taking in everything on one of his rare visits to town, seemed 
glec of the chance to talk about slavery days. He spoke of his 
owner as "my employer” and hastily corrected himself by saying, 

"I means, my marster." 

"My employer, I means my ie eeben: and my mistess, they 
wes shot all right white folkses," he continued. | "They lived in 
the big fouse. Hit was all painted brown. I heard tell they was- 
mcre*n 900 acres in our plantation and lots of folkses lived on it. 
Ge Diseeat portion _ woods. "My paw, he was name Whitfield Bol- 
ton and Liza Bolton was my maw. Charlie, Edmund, Thomas and John 
Betton wes my brothers and I had one sister, she was Rosa. We be- 


longed to Marse Whitfield Bolton and we lived on his plantation in 


“tlethorpe County near Lexington, not far from the Wilkes County line. 


"We stayed in @ one room log cabin with a dirt floor. A 


frame made outen pine poles was fastened to the wall to hold up the 


mattresses. Our mattresses was made outen eotton bagging stuffed 
with wheat straw. Our kivers was quilts made outen old clothes. 
Slave fomans too old to work in the fields made the quilts. 

"Maw, she went up to the big house one't a week to git 
tne tlowance or vittles. They 'tlowanced us a week's rations at 
e time. Hit were generally hog meat, eorn meal and sometimes a 
little flour. Maw, she done our cookin! on the coals in the fire- 
place at our cabin. Ye had plenty of ‘possums ana rabbits and 
fishes and sometimes we had wild tukkeys and partidges. Slaves 
wasnt spozen to go huntint at night and everybody know you can't 
ketch no "possums ‘essint at night: Just the same, we had plenty 
possums and nobody ax hoy we cotch tem!" James laughed and nodded. 
"Tow, ‘bout them rabbits! Slaves warn't ‘lowed to have no guns 
end no dogs of they own. All the dogs on our plantation belonged 
to my employer- I means, 5.9 merster, and he tlowed us to use 
his dogs to run down the rabbits. Nigger mens and boys tud goin . 
crowds, sometimes as many as twelve at one tine, and a rabbit ein't 
got no chance tginst a lot of niggers and dogs wien they light out 
fer te run tim downt . 

nyhat wild critters we wanted to eat and couldn't run down, 
we was rig.t smart "bout ketchin' in traps. We cotch lots of wild 
tukkeys and partidges in traps and nets. Long Crick runned through 
qur plantation and the river warntt no fur piece off. je sho" did 
ketch the fishes, mostly cats, and perch and heaps and heaps of suck- 
ers. “e cotch our fishes mostn generally with hook and line, but 
the carpenters on our plantation knowed how to make basket traps 


-tiat shot nuff did lay in the fishes! God only knows how long it's 


been since this old nigger pulled a big shad out of the river. 
Aintt no sheds been cotch in the river round nere in so long I 
disremembers when! 

we didnt have no gardens of our own round our cabins. 

‘ty employer-- I means, my marster-- hed one bi arden for our 
wiole plantation and all his niggers had to work in it whensom- 
ever he wanted ‘em to, then he give 'em all plenty good gyarden 
ssss for theyselfs. “hey was collards and cabbage and turnips 

and beets and english peas ami beans and onions, and they was 
allus some garlic for ailments. Garlic was mostly to cure wums 
(worms). They roasted the garlie in the hot ashes and squez the 
juice outen it and made the chilluns take it. Sometimes they made 
poultices outen garlic for the pneumony. 

Te saved a néap of bark from wild cherry and poplar and . 
black haw and slippery ellum trees anc we dried out mullein leaves. 
They was all mixed ani brewed to meke bitters. Wrensomever a nigger 
zot sick, them bitters vas good for - well ma'am, they was good for 
what eile< tem! ve tuk tem for rheumatiz, for fever, anc for the 
sisery in the stummick and for most ll sorss of sickness. Red oak 
herk tea wes good for sore throat. 

"T never seec no store bought aotkes thei long atter free- 
dom done come! One slave ‘oman done all the weavin! in @ separete 
r-omn called the ‘loom house.' The cloth was dyed with home-mace 


meron TIO Cee 
esloring. “hey used indigo for blue, red oak bark for brown, green 


ss el 


tusks offen warnicks (walnuts) for black, and sumecs for red and 


Sheytd mix these colors to make other colors. Other sleve ‘omans 
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larned_to sew and they made all the clothes, Endurin' the summer-~ 
time we jus' wore shirts and pants made outen plain cotton cloth. 
They wove wool. in with the cotton to make the cloth for our winter 
clothes. ‘fhe wool was raised right thar on our plantation. We 
had our own shoemaker man- he wes a slave named Buck Bolton and 

ne mede all the shoes the niggers on our plantation wore. 

"I waren't nothint but chillun when freedom come.: TB ine 
Slavery-time chilluns waren'tt ‘lowed to do no wuk kazen the mars- 
ters wanted they niggers to grow up big and strong and didn’ want 

‘tem stunted none. ‘Thats howcome I didn' git no mot beatin's iar ie 
I did! My employer- I means, my marster, never did give me but: 
one lickin'. Ze had done told me to watch the cows and ee ‘em 
in the pastur’. I coteh tots Qt gressuoppers and started fishin’ 
in the crick runnin' through the pastur' and fust thing I knowed, 
tie overseer was roundin’ up all the other niggers to git the cows 
outen the cornfields! I knowed then my time had done come!" 

games was expying the spotlight now, and his audience 
did not have to prompt him. Plantation recollections crowded to- 
sether in his old mind. oe 


ye had one overseer at a time," he said, "and he allus 
ret et ELE LNA HEY OC yyy Here ERT OEE Nara aprgaegs AMONG 


lived at the big "ouse. The overseers warn't valit hite folkses 
eee 


Leiteoeeeed 


like our marster and mistess but we never heard nuffin’ ‘bout no 

poor white trash in them days, and effen we had heard sumpin' like 
set wetd have knowed better'n to let Marster hear us make such talk! 
earster made us-call his overseer 'Mister.* We had one overseer 


_ vamed Mr. Andrew Smith and another time we uad a overseer named Mr. 
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Fope Short. Overseers was jus’ there on the business of gettin’ 
‘she work done - they seed atter everybody doin' his wuk 'cordint 
to order. | 

"My employer- I means, my marster, never ‘lowed no over- 
seer to whup. none of his niggers! Marster done all the whuppin’ 
on our plantation hisself. He never did make no big bruises and 
he never drawed no blood, but he shot could burn tem up with that 
leash! WNiggers on our plantation was whupped for laziness mostly. 
“ext to that, whuppings was for stealint eggs and chickens. . Bhey 
fed us good and plenty but a nig..er is Just bound to pick up chick- 
ens and eggs effen he kin, no matter how mueh he done eat! de jus’ 
can't help it. Effen a nigger ain't busy he gwine to git into mis- 
chief! | 

"Now and then slaves tud run away and go in the woods and 


Treen neni: rt ers a 


dig dens and live in tem. Sometimes they runned away on ‘count of 
Ne SR aaa ae 

cruel treatment, but most of the time they run. ed away kazen they 
just didntt want to wuk, anc wanted te laze around for a spell. 
The marsters allus put the dogs atter tem and git 'em back. TFhey 
nad bleck and brown dogs called 'nigger hounds’ what warentt used 
‘for nothin’ but to track down niggers. 

"They waren’t no sucz place as a jail whar we was. Effen 


2 nigger done sumpint disorderly they jus’ natcherly tuk a lash to 


rad 


‘im. I ain't never seed no nigger in chains twel long atter free- 
dom done come when I seed ‘em on the chain gangs. 

"The overseer woke us up.at sunrise-- leas'n they called 
cs . . 


“{t sunrise! We would finish our vittles and be in the fields ready 


for wuk befot we seed @ny sun! We laid off wuk at sunset and 
tney didn't drive us hard. Leastwise, they didnt on our plan- 
tation. I done heard they was moughty hard on’ *em on other plan- 
tetions. My marster never dia ‘low his niggers to wuk atter sun- 
down. My employer, I means my merster, didn't have no bell. He 
Lad ‘tem blow bugles to wake up his hands and to call tem from the 
fields. Sometimes the overseer blowed it. Mistess done larned 
tie ook to gount the clock, but none of the rest of our niggers 
could count the clock. 

"I never knowed Marster to sell but. one slave and he jus' 
had bought her from the market at “ew Orleans. She say it lonesome 
off on the plantation and axed Marster fcr to sell her to folkses 
livint in town. Atter he done sold her, every time ie got to town 
ae beg tim to buy hee beck! Bit he didn't pay her no more ‘tention. 


| 


“en they had sales of slaves on tue plantations they let everybody 
\ceeeeneanpeanieentpematpemmsenntt ttitt: O LOI CL Ae LCA OH BRS et ABNOR , : 


know whet time the ale swine to be. shen the crowd git togedder 
bey put tre niggers on tie block and sell ‘em. Leas'wise, they 
call it 'puttin' on the block’ - they jus' fotch ‘em out and show 
‘em and sell ‘em. 
"“Boey waren'tt no church fer niggers on our plantation and 

we went to white folkses church and listened to the white preachers. 

nn ct A LT A STEED LL OC EAE A HETIL rarer Tracers 
“e set behind. a partition. Sometimes on & plantation a nigger claim 
he done been called to preach and effen he kin git his marster's 
cawn-sent he kin preach round under trees and in cabins when t'aint 
wuk time. These nigger preachers in slavery time was called 'chsir- 


backers.! Bhey waren't no chairbackers ‘lowed to baptize none of 


: Varster'ts niggers. White preachers done our baptizin' in Long Crick. 
nee eeeeenen enema eee enti 
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“ren we went to be baptized they allus sang, ‘Amazing Grace! 
tow sweet the sound:tt 

fhe old negrots quavery voice rose in the familiar song. 
Tor @ moment he sau thinking of those long-ago Sundays. His eyes 
brightened again, and he went on: 

™le never done no wuk on Sundays or our plantation. TfPhe 
-ghureh vas 'bout nine miles from the plantation and we all walked 
there. Anybody too old and feeble to walk the nine miles jus’ 
stayed ive. kazen Marster didn't 'low his mules used none on Sunday. 
sil along the way niggers from other plantations tud jine us and 
sometimes befo' we git to the church house they'd be forty or fifty 
slaves comin' along the road in a crowd! Preaching generally lasted 
‘wel bout three o'clock. In summertime we had dinner on the ground 
et the church. “owsomever we didn' have no barbecue like they does 
now. Pverybody cooked enough on Sadday and fotched it in baskets. 

"I wes thirty years ola when I jined the church. Nobody 
ought to jine no church twels't he is truly borned of God, and effen 
he is truly borned of God he gwine know it. Effen you want a restin'’ 


\ 


plece atter you leaves this oli world you ougnt to git ready for it 


"when folkses on our plantation died Mars:er allus let many 
of us as wanted to go, lay offen wuk twel atter the buryint. Some- 
times it were two or three months atter the buryin' befo' the fun- 


eral sermon was preaczed. Right now I egatk rekelleck no song we 


suns at funerals cep'n tfark from the toms a doleful sound.' 


-s- 99 


The reedy old voice carried the funeral hymn for a few 
minutes and then trailed off. James was thinking back into the 


past again. 


"Spring plowin' and _hoein' times we wukked all day Saddays, 


but mosten generally we laid off wuk at twelve o'clock Sadday. 
“hat was dinnertime. Sadday nights we played and danced. Some- 
times in the cabins, sometimes in the yards. Effen we didn't have 
e big stack of fat kindling wood lit up to dance by, sometimes the 
mens and ‘tomans would carry torches of kindling wood whils't they 
danced and it sho! was a sight to see! We danced the 'Burkey Trot! 
and "Buzzard Lope', and how we did love to dance the 'Mary Jane!' 
Ye would git in a ring and ae the music started we would begin 
wukkin' our footses while we sang ‘You steal my true love and I 
steal your'n!t 

"Atter supper we used to gether round and knock tin buckets 
and pans, we beat tem like drums. Some used they fingers and sone 
used sticks for to make the drum sounds and somebody allus blowed 
on quills. Quills was a row of whistles made outen reeds, or some- 
Simes they made tem outen bark. Every whistle in the row was a 
different tone and you could play any kind of tune you wants effen 
you sad @ good row of quills. Bney sho' did sound sweet! — 

"'Bout tie most fun we had was at corn shuckin's wher they 
bu. the corn in long piles and called in the folkses from the plan- 


"*etions nigh round to shuck it. Sometimes four or five hunnert head 


of niggers tud be shuekin’ corn at one time. When the corn all done 
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been shucked they'd drink the likker the marsters give tem and 
tien frolic and dance from sundown to sunup.. We started shuckin't 
corn tbout dinnertime and tried to finish by sundown so we could 
ueave the whole night for frolic. Some years we 'ud go to ten or 
t.elve corn ghuseiaes in one year! | 


"ve would sing and prey Easter Sunday and on Easter Monday 


we frolickecd ané danced all day long! Cnristmas we allus had plenty 
eee sumpin’ to eat and we all got togedder and had lots of fun. 
ve Yrunned un to the big touse early Christmas mornin' and holler 
cut: ‘Mornin', Christmas Gif't' sen they'd give us plenty of 
Sandy Claus and ve would go back to our cabins to have fun twel 
New Year's day. “Je knowed Christmas was over and gone when New 
Year's day come, kazen we got bac: to wuk that day atter frolickin' 
ell Christmas week. 

te didn't know nuttin' bout games to play. wwe played with 
tae woite folkses chilluns and watciacd a-ter ‘em but most of ine 

eae NA SR = CCN Sar OUT EIU CRUE LDA OSE 

time we played in the crick what runned through the pasturt. Nigger 
enilluns wes allus skeered to goin the wocés atter dark. Yolkses 
done told us’ Raw-cead-and-Bloody Bones lived in the woods and git 
lit le chilluns stan cot ‘em up effen they got out in the woods atter 


5 
a 


rk! 
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"*Rockabye baby in the trce trops' was the onliest song I 
seard my maw sing to git her babies to sleep. Slave folkses sung 
most sll the time but we didn’ think of wiat we sang much. We jus’ 
sot happy and sterted singin't. Sometimes we ‘ud sing effen we felt 
sac and lowdown, but soon as we could, we tud go off whar we could 


£9 to sleep and forgit all ‘bout trouble!" James nodded his grey 
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head with a wise look in his bright eyes. "When you hear a nig- 
ser singin’ sad songs hit'ts jus' kazen he can't stop what he is 
doint long enough to go to sleep!" 

The leughter that greeted this sally brought an answer- 
ing grin to the wrinkled o1@ face. Asked about marriage customs, 
Tames said: 

"Folkses didnt make no big to-do over weddings like they 
éo9 now. “Len slaves got married they just laid down the broom on 
she floor and the couple jined ta nds am jumped back-uds over the 
broomstick. I done seed tem married that way many a time. Some- 
times my marster would fetch Mistess down to the slave quarters 
to see a weddin't. Effen the slaves gittin' married was house ser- 
vants, sometimes they married on the back porch or in the back yard 
at the big touse but plantation niggers what was field hands married 
in they own cabins. ‘The bride and groom jus’ wore plain clothes 
kaven they didnt have no more. 

"when the young marsters and mistesses at the big houses 
got married they ‘lowed tne sleves te gadder Or tne porch and peep 
vemQuge ie widows ot the wei Mos'em generally tney ‘ud give 


re a 


tue young ccuple a slave or two to take witn them to they new home. 


‘y marster's chilluns was too young to git married befot the war 

wes over. shey was seven of them chilluns; four of ‘em was gals. 
™yhat sort cf tales did they tell tmongs't the slaves ‘bout 

the “orf befot the wer? To tell the troof, they didn't talk much 

like they does now tbou> them sort of things. None of our niggers 

ever runned away and we didn* know nuthint tbout no Norf twel long 


etter freedom come. “Ye visited round eacn other's cabins at night. 
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t did hear tell ‘bout the patterollers. Folkses said effen they 
cotehed niggers out at night they ‘ud give tem ‘what Paddy give 
the drum’. 

"Jus* befot freedom comed ‘bout 50 Yankee sojers come 
through our plantation and told us that the bull-whups and cow- 
hides was ail dead and buried. Them sojers jus* passed on in a 
=urry and didn’ stop for 4 meal or vittles or nuffin*. We didn't 
selk much ‘bout Mr. Abbieham Linoum endurint slavery time kazen 
we waS Skeered of him atter the war got started. I don't know | e 
nothin’ *bout Mr. Jef'son Davis, I don't remember ever bearin't 
‘bout him. TI is heard about Mr. Booker Washin'ton and they do say 
he runned a moughty good sehool for niggers. 

"One mornin' Marster blowed the bugle his own self ani called 
38 all up to the big ‘ouse yard. Ee told us: ‘*¥ou all jus* as free 
‘s IT is. You are free from under :he taskmarster but you ain't free 
fron labor. You gotvter labcr and wuk hard effen you aims to live 
end est and have clotkes to wear. You kin stay here and wuk for me, 
or you kin go wharsomever you pleese.* He said he ‘ud pay us what 
was right, and Lady, nhit's the troof, they didntt nary a nigger on 
o-r riantation leave our m&rsier then! I wukked on with Marster for 
40 years atter the wert" 

James bad no fear of the Ku Klux. 

"Right soon atter the wer we saw plenty of Ku Kluxers but 
trey never bothered nobody on our plantation. They allus seemed to 
be havint heaps of fun. "Course, they did have to straighten out 
some of tiem brash young nigger bucks on some of the other farms 


round about. Mos’ of the niggers the Ku Kluxers got atter was'n on 
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no farm, but was just roamin' tround talkint too much and makin! 
-rouble. ‘They had to take tem in hand two or three times befo' 
some of them fool free niggers could be larnec to behave theyselfs! 
But them Ku Kluxers kept on atter tem twels't they lerned they 
tus zot to be good effen they *’spects to stay round here. 

"Hit was about 40 years atter the war befot many niggers 
‘sun to own they own lant. They didnt know nothin' "bout tendin' 


pant er eR tCe es mR 


to money business wien the war done ended and it take tema lon 
Tee Oe = : Pome 


sparen 
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time to lern how t rand sell and_take care of whet they makes.” 
‘ rn enetetneent ttn Ret tht Tanta an nent 


demes shook his head sadly. "Matam, heaps of nigsers ainti never 
jarned nothint *bout them things yit! 

"A long time atter the war I mavried Lizy Yerby. I didn't 
give Liza no cnane't for to dress up. Just went and tuk her right 
cuter the white folkses' kitchen and married her at the chureh in 
ner workint clothes. We hed 13 chilluns but they aintt but two of 
‘em livint now. Mos' of our chilluns died babies. Endurint slav- 
ery Mistess tuk care of all the nigger babies bcorned on our plan- 
“ations and looked atter they mammies too, but atcer freedom come 
heer of nigser babies died out. 

james said he hed two wives, botn widows. 

"I married my second wife 37 Sear eoes 0 tell the troof, 
don't rightly know how many grandchilluns I sot, kazen I aintt 
se-a4 some of tem for thirty years. My chilluns is off fum here and 
7 couldn't know to save my life whar they is or whet they does. nly 

Sister and brothers tuey is done cead out whet ain't gone OLE, £ 


aont: know for shot whar none of ‘em is now. 
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A sigh punctuated James’ monologue, and his old face was 
snedowed by a& look of fear. . 

*Now I gwine tell you the troof. “low that itts all over 
zr don't find life so good in my old sge, as it was in slavery time 
when I was chillun foun on Marster'’s plantation. Phen I didn’. have 
to worry ‘bout wner my clothes and my somepin't to eet was comin’ 
from or whar I was gwine to sleep. Marster tuk keer of all het: 


“ow I @intt able for to wuk and make a livint and hit's shot moughty 


hard on this old nigger.” 
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ALEC BOSTWICK 
Ex-Slave = Age 76. 


All of Uncle Alec Bostwick's people are dead and 
he lives in his tiny home with a young Negress named Emma Vergal. 
It was a beautiful April morning when his visitor arrived and while 
he was cordial enough he seemed very reluctant about talking. How- 
ever, aS ONe question followed another his interest gradually over- 
came his hesitancy and he began to unfold his life's story. 

"I wuz born in Morgan County, an' I warn't mot dan 
four year old when de Mar ended so I don't ricollect nothin’ *bout 
slav'ry days. I don't know mech 'bout my ma, but her name was 
lurtha an! pa's name was Jordan Bostwick, I don't iia whar dey 
come from. When I knowed enint I wuz dar on de plantation. I 
aad three brothers; George, John an! pe ie: an' dey's all dead. I 
dis'memoers my sister's name. Dar warn't but one gal an' she died 
when she wuz little. 

“Ain't much to tell 'bout what wuz done in de 
qurters. Slaves wuz gyarded all de time jus' lak Niggers on de 
chain gang now. De overseer always sot by wid a gun. 

"tBout de beds, Nigger boys didn't pay no ‘tention 
‘2 sich as dat ‘cause all dey keered ‘bout wuz a place to sleep 
cut ‘peers lak to 2 do wuz corded beds, made wid four high 
ieikes, put together wid iron pegs, an' holes what you run de 
‘oras thoo', bored in de sides. De cords wuz made out of btar 
sass woun' tight together. Dey put straw an' old quilts on ‘en, 


an’ called ‘em beds. 
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"Gran' pa Berry wuz too old to wuk in de field so he 
stayed ‘roun* de house an' piddled. He cut up wood, tended to de 


gyarden an' yard, an' bottomed chairs. Gran'ma Liza done de cookin' 


an' nussed de white folkses chilluns. 


"I wukked in de field 'long side de rest of de 
Niggers, totin' water an' sich lak, wid de overseer dar all de time 
wid dat gun. 

“What you talkin' ‘bout Miss? Us didn't have no 
roney. Sho* us didn't. Dey had to feed us ant plenty of it, ‘cause 
us couldn't wuk if dey didn't feed us good. 

"Us et cornbread, sweet ‘tatogs, peas, home-made 
syrup an’ sich lak. De meat wuz fried sometimes, but mos' of de 
time it wuz biled wid de greens. All de somethin' t'eat wuz cooked 
in de fireplace. Dey didn't know what stoves wuz in dem days. 

Yes Ma'am, us went ‘possum huntin' at night, an' us had plenty 
"possums too. Dey put sweet 'tatoes ant fat meat 'roun' ‘em, an! 
baked ‘em in a oven what had eyes on each side of it to put hooks 
in to take it off de fire wid. 

"No Ma'am, us didn't go fishin', or raobit huntin!' 
niteer. Us had to wuk an' warn't no Nigger ‘lowed to do no frolickin' 
lak dat in daytime. De white folkses done all de fishin' an' day- 
‘ime huntin'. I don't ‘member lakin' no sartin' somethin'. I wuz 
vis! too glad to git anythin'. Slaves didn't have no gyardens of 


fey own. Old Marster had one big gyarden what all de slaves et 


*Tell you 'bout our clo'ess: us wore home-made 
clo'es, pants an' shirts made out of cotton in summer an' in de 
winter dey give us mo' home-made clo'es only dey wuz made of wool. 


All de clawf wuz made on de loom right dar on de plantation, Us. 
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wore de same things on Sunday what us did in de week, no diffunt. 
cur shoes wuz jus' common brogans what dey made at home. I ain't 
seed no socks ‘til long atter de War. Co'se some folkses mought 
a had ‘em, but us didn't have none. | 

"Marster Berry Bostwick an' Mist'ess Mary Bostwick, 
red a passel of chillun, I don't ‘member none ‘cept young Marse 
Jokn. De othars drifted off ant didn't come back, but young Marse 
John stayed on wid Old Marster an' Old Mist'ess 'til dey died. Old 
larster, he warn't good. Truth is ddlight, an' he wuz one mean 
white man. Old Misttess wuz heaps better dan him. Dar wuz ‘bout 


150 sens an' 75 tomans. I couldn't keep up wid de chilluns. Dere 


wiz too many for me. 


"“Mearster an' Mist'ess lived in a big fine house, but 


de sleve quarters wuz made of logs, ‘bout de size of box cyars wid 


two roomSe 
"tBout dat overseer he wuz a mean man, if one ever 
lived, He got de slaves up wid a gun at five ofclock an' wukked 


‘em 'til way atter sundown, standin’ right over 'em wid a gun all 


de time. If a Nigger lagged or tuk his eyes off his wuk, right 
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cen ant dar he would make him strip down his clo'es to his waist, an' 


te whup him wid a cat-o-nine tails. Evvy lick dey struck him meant 


"2 wuz hit nine times, an' it fotch de red evvy time it struck. 
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“Oh! Yes Matam, dey had a cyar' iage driver, he didn't 
eee 
jo much ‘cept look atter de hawses an' drive de white folkses ‘roun'. 

"I done tole you ‘bout dat Sremedar’ all he done wuz 
sot 'roun' all day wid a gun an' make de Niggers wuk. But I'se 
swine teil you de trufe, he sho' wuz poor white trash wid a house 
full of snotty-noge chilluns. Old Marster tole him he wuz jus' lak 
2 rabbit, he had so many chillun. I means dis; if dem days comes 
pack I hope de good Lord takes me fus'. 

"Dey had a house whar dey put de Niggers, what wuz 
called de gyard house, an' us didn't know nothin' *bout no jail dat 
day an' time. I seed ‘em drive de Niggers by old Marster's place 
in droves takin' 'em to Watkinsville. Morgan County, whar us lived, 
touched Oconee an' dat wuz the nighes' town. One day I went wid 


old larster to Watkinsville an' I seed ‘em sell Niggers on de block. 


Iwarn't sold. When I knowed nothin' I wuz right whar 1 wuz at. | 


"No Matam, dey warn't no schools for de Niggers in 


iam days. If a Nigger wuz seed wid a paper, de white folks would 
pretty nigh knock his head off him. 
"Us didn't have no church in de country for Niggers, 


en! dey went to church wid deir white folkses, if dey went a tall. 


+ 


‘re gat overseer wuz right dar wid his gun. When dey baptized de 
-logers dey tuk 'em down to de river and plunged 'em in, while dem 


a 


"8 hed done been baptized sang: "“Dar's a Love Feast in Heb'en Today." 
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"Yes Ma'am, de white folkses had deir cemetery, an!' 
dey had one for de slaves. ‘When dere wuz a funeral ‘mong de 
Niggers us sungs 


‘Dark was de night 

And cold was de groun! 
Whar my Marster was laid 
De drops of sweat 

Lak blood run down 

In agony He prayed.' 


"Dem coffins sho' wuz mournful lookin' things, made 


out, of pine 


night. Dey wuz big at de head an' little at de foot, sort a lak 


airclanes is. De inside wuz lined wid white clawf, what dey spun 
on de plantation. 
"De patterollers wuz right on dey job. Slaves use! 


es 


to frame up on 'em if dey knowed whar dey wuz hidin', ‘waitin' to 


cotch a Nigger. Dey would git hot ashes an' dash over ‘em, an' dem 
satterollers dey sho’ would run, but de slaves would git worse dan 
ut, if dey was cotched. 

"Miss, in slav'ry time when Niggers come from de 
fields at night dey warn't no frolickin'. Dey jus' went to sleep. 
Xe mens wukked all day Sadday, but de ‘omans knocked off at twelve 
s'clock to wash an' sich lak. 

"Christmas times dey give us a wae off an' brung us 
alittle candy an’ stuff ‘roun'. Not much, not much. On New Year's 
-2y us had to git back on de job. | 

"Chilluns what wuz big enough to wuk didn't have time 
‘Nveek days to play no games on Marse Bostwick's place. On Sunday 
Hi played wid marbles made out of clay, but dat's all. I heered my 


r 


" sins a little song to de baby what soun' lak dis: 


S 
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*Hush little baby 
Don't you cry 
You'li be an angel 
Bye-an!' -bye.* 

"Yes Ma'am, dere wuz one thing dey wuz good ‘bout. 
VYhen de Niggers got sick dey sont for de doctor. I heered ‘em 
say dey piled jimson weeds an' made tea for colds, an' rhubarb 
tea wuz to cure worms in chillun. I wuz too young to be 
bothered 'bout witches ant charms, Rawhead an' Bloody Bones an! 
sich. I didn't take it in. | 

"When de Yankees come thoo' ant 'lowed us wuz free, 
us thought dey wuz jus' dem yatterollers, an' us made for de 

RE aera 
woods. Jey tole us to come out, dat us wuz free Niggers. 
‘Narster Berry said: 'You dam Niggers am free. You don't b'iong 
to me no more. 

"Us married long time atter de ‘var, an' us had a little 
feast: cake, wine, fried chicken, an’ ham, an' danced 'til 'mos! 
daybreak. I 'members how good she looked wid dat pretiy sate: 
colored dress, all trimmed wid lace. Us didn't have no chillun. 
Sne wuz lak a tree what's sposen to bear fruit an' don't. She 
died 'bout thirteen years ago. 

"When de Ku Kluxers come thoo', us chillun thought de 
devil wuz atter us for sho’. I wuz sich a young chap 1 didn't 
tcke in what dey said“ bout Mr. Abyham Lincoln, an' Mr. Jeff 
Yevis. Us would a been slaves ‘til yit, if Mr. Lincoln hadn' t 
sot us free. Dey wuz vofe of ‘en, good mens. I she* had ruther 


set 


0: free. Who wants a gun over 'em lak a prisoner? A pusson is 


} é 
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Setter off dead. 


"I jined de church ‘cause dis is a bad place at de ves! 


-7- 


an' dere’s so many mean folkses, what's out to seem good an! 
ain't. Ant if you serve God in de right way, I'se sho' when 
you die he'll give you a place £6 rest for evermore. an! 
‘cordin’ to my notion dat's de way evvybody oughta live. 

In conclusion, Alec said: "I don't want to talk no 
moreée I'se@ disappointed, I thought sho' you wuz ong of dem 
vansion ladies what come for to fetch me some money. I sho! 
wish dey would come. Good-bye Miss." Then he hoooled into 


the house. 
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KANCY BOUDRY, THOMSON, GEORGIA 


"If I ain'¢ a humnerd," said Nancy, nodding her whiteeturbaned 
head, “I she* is elese to it, ‘eause I got a grandson 50 years old." 

Nancy*s silky white hair showed long and wavy under her headband. 
Her gingham dress was clean, and her wrinkled skin was a reddish« 
yellow color, showing a large proportion of Indian and white blood, 

Har eyes were a faded dlue. 

"I speok I is mos’ white,“ acknowledged Naney, “but 1 ain't 
never knowed who my father wes. My mother was a dark color." 

Tha cottage faced the pine grove behind an old chureh. Pink 
ranblers grew everywhere, and the sandy yard was neatly kept. Nancy's 
garalyzed granddaughter-inelaw hovered in the doorway, her long 
snooth braids hanging over Indianebrown shoulders, @ loose wrapper 
of dark blue denim flowing around her tall unsteady figure. She was 
eager to take part in the conversation but hampered by a thick tone i 
gue induced, as Manoy put it, “by a bad sore throat she ain't got over.” 

Nancy's reeollestions of plantation days were colored to a somber 
hue oy overwork, oshildbearing, poor food and long working hours. 

"Master was a hard taskmaster,"said Bancy. “My husband didn' live 
on de same plantation where I wae, de Jerrell place in Columbia County. 
He nevar did have nuthin’ to give me ‘oause he never got nuthin’. 

He nad to come and ask my white folks for me. Dey had to earry 
88235 everywhar dey went, if dey didn't, dey'd git in trouble. 

‘I had to work hard, plow and ge and split wood just like a man. | 

“Ouetimes dey whup me. Dey whup me bad, pull de cloes off down to de 
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vais' - my master did it, our folks didn’ have overseer. 

“We had to ask ‘em to let us go to churgh. Went to white 
folke church,“*tell de black folke got one of dere own, No'm, I 
dunno how to read. Never had no schools at all, didn’: "low us 
to pick up @ piege of paper and look at it,* 

"“Nanoy, waen’t your mistress kind to you?* 

"Mistis wae sorta kin' te me, sometimes, But dey only give 
ne meat and bread, didnt give me gethin’ good + I ain® gwine tell 
no story. X had a heap to undergo wid. I had to ssour at night 
at de Big House « two planks one night, two more de nex*. De women 
peoples spum at night and reeled, 80 many sate a night. Us had to | 
git up befo* daybreak be ready to go to de fiel's. 

“My master didn! have but three cullud people, dis yuh man 
what I stayed wid, my young master, had not been long married and 
dus' de han's dey give him when he marry was ell he had. 

"Didn'® have no sugh house as dis," Hanoy Looked inte the open 
door of the oomfortable cottage, “sometimes dey have a house built, 
it vould be daubed. Dus* one famiiy, didn’ nd two families double up." 

“tut the children had a good time, didm'’t they? They played 
gare s?® | 
| "Maybe dey did play ring games, I never had no time to see 
“what games my ohillua play, I work se hard. Heap of little ohiliun 
slez" on de flo’. Mever had no frolics neither, no ma'm, and didn’ 
go to non. Ye would have prayer meetings on Saturday nights, and 
One cizht in de week us had a chairbaok preacher, and sometimes a 
Tecilur preacher would come in.* | 


% seen ; 
Naney did not remember ever having/the Patterollers. 
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"T hearn talk of ‘em you know, heap o! times dey come out 
and make out lixe dey gwine shoot you at night, dey must been 
Patterollers, dey was gettin? hold of a heap of fem.* | 

"What did you do about funerals, Haney?" 

"Dey let as knoek off for funerals, I tell de truth. Us stay 
up all night, singin’ and prayint, Dey make de coffin outter pine 
poards." | | 

"Did you suffer during the war?® 

"We dona de bes! we could, we et what we could get, sometimes 
didn' have nothin’? to gat but picoe of cornbread, but de white folka 
sllus had chisken."® — 

"But you had clothes to wear?" . 

“Us had clothes ‘sause we spun de thread and waaved ‘em. Dey 
bought dem dere great big ole brogans where you couldn’ hardiy walk 
in'em. Not like dese shoes I got on.* Nancy thrust out her 
foot, easy in "Old Ladies’ Comforts.“ 
| “When they told you were free, Nanoy, did the master appear 
to be angry?* 

"No'm, white folkea didn' ‘pear to be mad. My master dus’ tole 
Us we was free. Us moved right off, but na so far I eouldn’ ge 
veckwards and forwards to see ‘um." (So it was evident that even 
if Nancy's life had been hard, there wae a bond between her and her 
frmer ownera.e) "2 aian’ do no wot work for ‘um, I work for somee 
vedy elee. Us rented land and made what we could, so wa could nave 
‘little somethin’? to eat. I scoured and waite’. on white people in 
town, got little piece of moneg,, and was dus! as prouds*® 
Haney savored the reeollestion of her first earned money a 


tonent, thinkin: baek to the old daya., 
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“I had a preacher for my second marriage," she continued. 
"Fo’ chillun died on me = one girl, de yuthers was babies. White 
doetor tended me." 

Asked about midwifery, Nuney smiled. 

“I was a midwife myself, to black and white, after freedom. 
De Thomson doctors all liked me and tole people to ‘git Nancy.* 
I used ‘tansy tea’ - heap o* little root - made black paguer tea, 
fotch de pains on ‘em. ‘hen I would git to de ,laes where 1 had 
a hard case, I would send for de doctor, and he would help re out, 
yes, doctor holp me out of all of ‘em.* 

Asked about signs and superstitions, Nancy nodded. 

“I heve seed things. Dey look dus* like a person, walkin’ 
in de woods. I would look off and hook oack to see it again und it 
be gone." Nancy lowered her voice mysteriously, and looked oack 
into the little room where Vanna's unsteady figure moved from bed to 
chair. "I seed a coffin floatin' in de air in dat room = - " she 
shivered, “and I heard a heap o* knockings. I dunno what it bees - 
out de sounde come in de house. I runs ev*y squeech owl away what 
comes close, too." Nancy clasped her hands, right thumb over left 
thumb, "dogs dat « and it goes on away - dey quite hollerin', you 
chokin’ ‘em when you does dat." 

"Do you plant by the moon, Nancy?" 


"Plant when de moon change, my garden, corn, beans. I planted 


Page 5. 117 


some beans once on de wrong time of de moon and ey didn’ bear 
nothing — | hated it so bad, | didn’ know what to do, so | been 
mindful ever since when | plant. Women peoples come down on de 
moon, too. | ain’t know no signs to raise chillun. | whup mine 

when dey didn’ do right, | sho’ did. | didn’ ‘low my chillun to 

take nothin’ — no aigs and nothin’ ‘tall and bring ‘em to my house. 

| say ‘put dem right whar you git ‘em.” 

“Did you sing spirituals, Nancy?” 

“| sang regular meetin’ songs,” she said, “like ‘lay dis body 
down’ and ‘let yo’ joys be known’ — but | can’t sing now, not any 
ma’.” 

Nancy was proud of her quilt-making ability. 

“Git ‘um, Vanna, let de ladies see ‘um,” she said; and when 
Vanna brought the gay pieces made up in a “double-burst” (Sunburst) 
pattern, Nancy fingered the squares with loving fingers. “Hit’s 
pooty, ain't it?” she asked wistfully, “I made one for a white lady 
two years ago, but dey hurts my fingers now — makes ‘em stiff.” 
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ALICE BRADLEY, or "Aunt Alice" as she is known to every-. 
body, "runs cards" and claims to be a seeress. Apologetic and em- 
barrassed because she had overslept and was straightening her room, 
she explained that she hadn't slept well because a dog had howled all 
night and she was uneasy because of this certain forerunner of dis- 
aster. 

"Here t'is Sunday mornin' and what wid my back, de dog, and 
de rheumatics in my feets, its dome too late to go to church, so come 
in honey I'se glad to hab somebody to talk to. Dere is sho' goin! 
to be a corpse close ‘tround here. One night a long time ago two 
dogs howled all night long and on de nex' Sunday dere wuz two corpses 
in de church at de same time. at's one sign dat neber fails, when 
a dog howls dat certain way somebody is shot goin' to va daid." 

When asked what her full name was, she said: "My whole 
name is Alice Bradley now. I used to be a Hill, but when I married 
dat th'owed me out of bein' a Hill, so I'se jus' a Bradley now. Il 
wuz born on January 14th but I don't ‘member what year. My ma had 
three chillun durin' de war and one jus' atter de war. I think dat 
las' one wuz me, but I ain't sho'. My pa's name wuz Jim Hill, and my 
pes Oe 0s eee Both of ‘emis daia now. Pa died 
oetouee 12, 1896 and wuz 88 years old. Ma died November 20, 1900; she 
wig 80 years old. I knows dem years is right ‘cause I got ‘em from 
dat old fambly Bible so I kin git ‘em jus' eines One of my sisters, 
dldar dan I is, stays in Atlanta wid her son. Sinee she los' one of 
her sons, her mind's done gone. My other sister ain't as old as I is 


put her mind is all right and she is well. 


Page 2. 420 


“I wuz raised in Washin'ton, Wilkes County, and de fust 
I tmembers wuz stayin’ wid Miss Aides Zayle. She had three chillun 
and I nussed ‘en. One of de boys is a doctor now, and has a fambly 
of his own, and de las' I heered of ‘im, he wuz stayin' in Atlanta. 

"I'tse pean married two times. I runned away wid Will 
Grisham, when I wuz ‘pout 14 years old. Mr. Carter, a Justice of de 
Peace, met us under a 'simmon tree and tied de knot right dar. Hy 
folks ketched us, but us wuz already married and so it didn't make 
no diffunce. 

"Tl lived on a farm wid my fust husband, and us had three 
chillun, but dey is all gone now. I ‘members when my oldes' gal wuz 
‘pout 2 years old, dey wuz playin’ out on de porch wid dey little 
dog, when a mrad dog come by and bit my chillun's dog. Folks kilt 
our dog, and jus' ‘bout one week atterwards my little gal wuz daid 
too. She'did love dat little dog, and he sho' did mind ‘er. She 
Sus! grieved herself to death "bout dat dog. 

"Atter my fust husband died, I rarried Rich Bredley. Rich . 
wuz & railroad man, end he went off to Washin'ton, D. C., to wuk. He 
sont me money all de time den, but when he went from dar to Shecargo c~ 
to wuk I didn't hear from ‘im long, and I don't know what's happened 
+o ‘im "til now, for it's been a long time since I heered from ‘im. 

"T loves to run de cyards- for my friends. I always tells 
tom when I sees dere*s trouble in de cyards for ‘em, and shows ‘en 
how to git tround it, if I kin. None of de res’ of my folks ever run 
je cyards, but I'se been at it ever since I wuz jus‘ a little gal, 


sieckin' up old wore out cyards, dat had bean th'owed away, ‘cause I 
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Could see things in ‘em. | ‘members one time when | wuz small and 
didn't know so good what de cyards wuz tellin’ me, dat a rich man, 
one of de riches’ in Wilkes County, wuz at our place, | tol ‘im de 
cyards when | run ‘em. | saw sompin’ wuz goin’ to happen on his 
place, dat two colored mens would be tangled up wid, but | didn’t 
know jus’ what wuz goin’ to happen. And sho’ ‘nuff, two colored 
mens sot fire to his bards and burned up all his horses and mules, de 
onlies’ thing dey saved wuz one ridin’ horse. Dey ketched de mens, 
and dey served time for what dey done. One of ‘em died way out yonder 
where dey sont ‘em. 

“| ‘members one white lady way out in Alabama sont a note 
axin’ me to run de cyards for her. ] runned ‘em and got one of my 
friends to writer her what | seed. Day had run bright and dat wuz 
good luck. One time | runned de cyards for two sisters dat had done 
married two brothers, and de cyards run so close kin date | wuz able to 
tell ‘em how dey wuz married and dey tol me dat | wuz right. 

“And jus’ a few days ago a old man come to see me thinkin’ 
dat he wuz pizened. When | runned de cyards, | seed his trouble. He 
had been drinkin’ and wuz sick, so | jus’ give him a big dose of soda 
and cream of tartar and he got better. Den | tole him to go on home; 
dat nobody hadn't done nothin’ to ‘im and all he needed wuz a little 
medicine. 

“| told Mr. Dick Armell of how he wuz goin’ to git kilt if 
he went up in his airyplane dat day and begged him not to try it but 
to wait. He wouldn't listen and went on and got kilt jus’ lak | tole 
‘im he would. | runned de cyards for Mrs. Armell lots of times for | 
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liked tim, and he wuz a fine man. I runned de cyards for ‘im one 
time ‘fore he went to de World's Fair, and de cyards run bright, and 
his trip wuz a good one jus' lak I tole ‘im it would be. 

| "All de old'‘white folks dat I wuz raised up wid, de Hills 
from Washin'ton, Wilkes, is gone now, ‘cept I think one of de gals 
is wukin' at de capitol in Atlanta, but she done married now and I 
don't ‘member her name." 

Alice excused herself to answer a knock at the door. Ujpon 
her return she said: "Dat wuz one of my white chillun. I wukked for 
‘em so long and one of ‘em comes by every now an' den to see if I 
needs sompin'. Her ma done had a new picture of herself took and 
vanted me to see it. Dey shot is good to me." | 

Alice doesn't charge for "running the cards." She says 
she doesn't have a license, and is very thankful for anything that 
visitors may care to give her. She will not run the cards on 
Sundsy. “Dat's bad luck," sae said. "Come back some day when tain't 


Sunday, and I'll see whats in de cyards for yout" 


Old Aunt KIZZIB COLQUITT, about 75 years old, was ousily 
veshing in her neat kitchen. She opened the door and window frequent- 
ty to let out the smoke, saying: "Dis old wore out stove don't draw 
so good." Her hands and feet were badly swollen and she seemed to 
og suffering. | 

"I'll be glad to tell all I kin 'member ‘bout dem old times," 
she said. “I wuz boriied durin' de war, but I don't ‘member what year. 


ir pa wuz Mitchell Long. He b*longed to Marster Sam Long of Hlbert 
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County. Us lived on Broad River. My a wuz Sallie Long, and she | 
p' longed to Marster Billie Lattimore. Dey stayed on de other side 
of Broad River and my pa and ma had to cross de river to see one 
another. Atter de war wuz over, and dey wuz free, my pa went to 
Jefferson, Georgia, and dar he died. 

"My ma married some nigger from way out in Indiana. He 
promised her he would send money vack for her chillun, put us never 
heered nothin' from ‘im no mo‘. I wuz wid! my wtite folks, de 
Tattimores, when my ma died, way out in Indiana. 

"Atter Marse Bob died, I stayed wid my old Missus, and 
sleo' by her bed at night. She wuz good to me, and de hardes' wuk 
I done wuz pickin' up acorns to fatten de hogs. I stayed dar wid 
her 'til she died. Us had plenty t'eat, a smokehouse filled wid hams, 
and all de other things us needed. Dey had a great oig fireplace and 
a big old time oven whar dey baked bread, and it shot wuz good bread. 

"My old Missus died when I wuz ‘bout 6 years ree and I 
wuz sont to Lexin'ton, Georgia, to live wid my sister. Dere wuz jus! 
de two of us chilluns. Den us wukked every day, and went to bed by 
dark; not lak de young folks now, galliventin' ‘pout all night long. 

"When I wuz 'bout.14 I married and come to live on Dr. 
Willingham's place. Te a big plantation, and dey really lived. 
nen de cross ie s11 in and all de wuk done, dey had big times ‘round 
dar. | 

"Dere wuz de corn stuckin' wid one house for de corn and ~ 
another house for de shucks. Atter all de shuckin' wuz done, dere 
wuz @atin' and dancin'. And it wuz eatin' toot Dey kilt,hogs, 
barbecued ‘em, and roasted some wid agples in dey mouf's to give ‘em 


a good flavor, and course a little corn likker went wid it. Jey had 


big doin's ne syrup makin' time too, but dat wuz hard wuk den. 
Makin' syrup sho! wuz a heap of Prous. 

"Later us lived wid de Johnson fambly, and atter my old 
man died, I come to dis town wid de Johnsons. Dere wuz three chilluns, 
Percy, Lewis, and a gal. I stayed wid 'em 'til de chilluns wuz all 
growed up and eddicated. All my other write folks is gone; my 
sister done gone too, and my son; 411 de chillun dat I had, deys done 
daid too. 

"Now I has to wash so I kin live. I used to have plenty, 
cut times is changed and now sometimes I don't have nothin' but 
bread, and jus’ bread is hard to git, heap of de time. 

"T put in for one of dem old age pensions, but dey ain't 
give me nothin' yet, so I just wuk when I kin, and hope dat it won't 


be ‘long 'fore I has plenty again." 
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OLD SLAVE STORY 
a DELLA BRISCOE 
gp MACON, GEORGIA: 


a 


By Adella S. Dixon (Colowd ) 


Della Briscoe, now living in Macon, is a former slave 
of Mr. David Ross, who owned a large plentation in Putnam County. | 
Della, when a very tiny child, was carried there with her euthax 
end mother, Sam and Mary Ross. Soon after their arrival the mother 
wag gent to work at the "sig house" in Eatonton. This arrangement . 
left Della, her wrother and sister to the care of their grandmother, 
who really posed as their mother. The’ children grew up under the 
impression that their mother was an older sister and did not know 
the truth until just after the close of the Civil War, when the 
mother seecame seriously ill and called the children to her bedside 


to tell them goodye. 


Mr, David Ross had a large fanily and was considered the vichest 
ylanter in the county. ‘Nearly every type of soil was found on his 
vast eatate, composed of hilly sections as well as acres of lowlands. 
“he highway entering Eatonton divided the plantation and, down this 
road every Friday, Delia's father drove the wagen to town with a 
supply of fresh sutter, for Mrs. Ross! thirty head of cows supplied | 


enough milk to furnish the city dwellers with ‘sutter. 


Refrigeration was practically unknow, SO 8, well was used to keep 
the wutter fresh. This cool well was eighty feet deep and passed 


through a layer of solid peek me rope ladder was suspended from the — 4 


mouth ef the well to the place where the eutter was. lowered for 


preservation, For safety, and to shield it from the sun, reeds. we 


planted all around the well. And as they grew very tall, a 


stranger would not suspect « well being there. 


In addition to marketing, Della's father trapped *eavers which 
were plentiful. in the swampy part of the plantation bordering 

the Oconee, selling their pelts to traders in the nearby towns of 
Augusta and Savannah, where lr. Ross also marketed his cotton and 
large quantities of corn. Oxen, instead of mules, were used to 
make tre trips to market and return, each trip eonsuming six or 


seven cays. 


The young children were assigned emall tasks, such es piling 
erush in "new grounds", carrying water to field hands, and driving 


the calves to pasture. 


Punishment was administered, though not as often as on some planta- 
tions. ‘he little girl, Dells, wes whipped only once -- for 
wreaking un = turkey's nest she had found. Several were accused of 
this, end because the master could not find the guilty varty, he 


whipped eack of the children. 


Crime was practically unknown end Mr. Ross' slaves never teard of 


a jail until they were freed. 


Men were sometimes placed in sucks", which meant they were aia 
across tlocks with their hand and feet securely tied. An iron bar 
was rin between the blocks to prevent any movement; then, after 
seing stripped, they were whipped. Della said that she knew of but 
one case of this type of punishment weing administered a Ross slave. 


F 


Sickness was negligisle -- childeirth seing practically the only 


form of a Negro woman's "coming down". 


As a precaution against disease, a tonic was given each slave every 
spring. ‘Three were also, every spring, taken from the field each 
day until every one had been given a dose of calomel and salts. 

Mr. Ross once ought two slaves who wecame ill with smallpox soon 
after their arrival. They were isolated in a small house located 
in the center of a field, while one other slave was sent there to 
nuvse them. All three were surned to death when their hut was 
destroyed wy fire. 

In case of death, even on a neighboring place, all work was suspended 


until the dead was ‘turied. 


Sunday, the only day of rest, was often spent in attending religious 
services, and wecause these were irregularly held, yrush arsor 
meetings were common. This artor was constreuted of a yrush roof 
supported sy posts and crude joists, The seats were usually made 

of small saplings nailed to short stumps. 

Religion was greatly stressed and every child was christened 
‘shortly after its sirth. _4n adult who desired to join the ehurch 
went 2irst to the master to ostain his permission. Fe was then 

sent to the home of a minister wi.u lived a short distance away at 

a nlece called Flet Rock. Here, his canfession was made and, at 


the next regular service, he was formally received into the church. 


Courtships were srief. 
The’ Told man", who was past the age for work and only had to watch 


what went on at the quarters, was usually the first to notice a 


budding friendship, which he reported to the master. The couple 
was then questioned and, if they consentec, were married without 


the swene?it of clergy. 


Food was distriwuted on Monday night, and for each adult slave the 


following stepnle nroducts were allowed - - - 


Weekly ration: On Sundsy: 
5% les. meat One qt. syrup 
l pk. of meal One gal. flour 
l gal. shorts One cup lard 


Vegetasles, milk, etc., could se ostained at the "big house™, ut 
fresh meat and chickens were never viven. The desire for these 


delicacies often overeame the slaves! tetter natures, and some 
’ 


frequently went night foraging for small shoats and chickens. 


The "old man" kept eccount of the increase or decrease in live stock 
and poultry and renorted anything missing each day.’ ‘When suspicion 
fell on a visitor of the previous night, this informetion was given 
to his master, who then searchec the accused's dinner pail and cain. 
If mest was found in either the culprit was turned over to his 
accuser for punishment, After being whipped, he was fortidden for 
three months to visit the plantation where he had committed the 
theft. 

One of Della'ts grandmother's favorite recipes was aaae of dried 

weef anc wheat. The wheat was kerought from the field ané husked 

by hand. Tris, added to the rapidly soiling keef, was cooked until 


emush resulted, which was then eaten from wooden wowls with spoons 


of the same material. White plates were never used sy the slaves. 


* 


Cloth for clothing was woven on the place. Della's grandmother did 


most of the spinning, ané she tenght her child to spin when she 
weg $0 small that she hed to stand on a raised plank to react the 
wheal. after she cloth was spun it was dyed with dye made from 
"shoemexe” (sumac) leaves, green walnuts, reeds, end copperas. 

One person cut and others sewed. ‘the dresses for women were 
straight, like slips, «nd the garments of the small boys resemsled 
night shirts. If desired, a bias fold of contrasting colour was 
placed at the wsist line or at the sottom of dresses, ‘The 


erudely made garments were starched with a solution of flour or re:2 


ean&@ water which was straine? end then ‘soiled. 


As a small chilé Delle remembers hearing 2 peculiar knock on the 

door during the night, and a voice whick replied to gneries, "io 
f 

one to hurt you, sut keep that rec Plannel in your mouth. Have 

vou plenty to eat? Don't worry; you'll se cree." No one would 


aver tell, if they knew, to whom this voice telonged. 


Just wefore the teginning of the Civil Wer 2 comet anntere4t which 
weg go eright that the elder people amused thevuselves wy sitting 

ox the rail fence enc thro ing pins unon the satay vhere the 
~eleetion wes cast. The chilcren scramsied madly to se@ who could 


pins. 
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During the 2ar.- pert of the war Mr, Ross fought with the Confederates, 
leaving tig croung con, Rovert, in charge of his aftairs. the young 
megter wee very “ond of horses end his favorite horse - "Bill" -- 

seg treinead to Go tricxs. One of these was to lie down when tickled 

» hds Planks. The Yankees visited the plantation enc tried to take 


shis horse. Rowert, who loved him dearly, refused to dismount, 


130, 


and as they were about to shoot the horse weneath him, the slaves 
wegan to plead. They explained that the Woy was kine to every one 
ané devoted to animals, after which explanation, he was allowed 


« 


to xeep bis horse. 


The sreastworks at Savennah required many lawsorers to compl:te their 
eonstruction, end -s the commanders desired +o save the strength 

of their soldiers, slaves lator was solicited. Two slaves from 

: ed 


each nearsy plantation were sent to work for > limited numeer of 


Geys, The round trin from the Ross plantation required seven 


Heerly ewery mon had a family and when they returned from these long 
drove t» the quarters and ell on th ir knees to 


receive the welcome caresses of their small children. 


Recreetionsl facilities were not nzovided and slave children had 


Little knowledge of how to play. Ther two main amusements were 


wo 


uiléing frog houses end sliding down 2 steep tank on a long ‘soard. 
One day, 25 they plsyed up and down the nigtway, suilding frog - 
houses 2t irregular intervals, little Deila looked up and saw a4 
group of Yankee calvarymen approaching. She screamed and segan 


‘rumning and so attracted the attention of Mr. Ross who was at home 


Fe sew the men in time to finc 4 miciig place. Meanwhile, the 
soidiers arrived and the leader, enringing from his horse, snatched 
Delia up ené spanked h-r soundly for giving the alarm, as they had 
roped to taxe her mester ty surprise. Della said this was the firat 
"white slap" ske ever received. 


Sone of the Yankees entered the house, tore up the interior, and 


threw the furniture out doors. <Anovher group rovsed the smokehouse 
-and smasted so many tarrels of syrup that it ran in a stream through 
the vard. They carried much of the meat off with them and gave the 
remainder to the slaves. Chickens were caught, dressed, and fried 
on the spot as each soldier carried his own frying pan, and a piece 
f flint rock and a sponge with which to make ea five. The men were 
skilled 1h dressing fowls and cleaned them in a Pew strokes. 
When they had eaten as much es they desired, a search for the corral 
was made, wut the mules were so vell hidden that they were not able 
to find them. Dellea's father's hends were tied wehinée him end he 
was then forced to show them the hiding place. These Tine weasts, 
usec for plowing, were nemed ty the sleves wro worked them. Charac- 
teristic names were: "Jule™, "Pigeon", "Little Deal", "Vic", | 
{the carriage horse), "Streaxed leg," "Kicking Kid", "Sore-sack 


Janie", Every one was carried off. 


Trig raid took place on Christmas Eve and t'e sleves were Srantic as 
ohey had keen told that Yankees were mean people, especially was 
Shermen so pictured. 

‘een Sherman had gone, Mr. Ross came from his hiding plece in the 
"eool well” and spoke to fis sleves. ‘to the elder ones he said, "I 
gar you give away my meat and mules.” 

"Master, we were afraid. We didn't want to do it, sut we were afraid 
not tow" | 

"Yes, I understand that you coulé not help yourselves." Fe then turnd 
vo the children, seying, "Bless all of you, sut to little Della, I 
owe my life. From now on she shall nev=r se whipped, and she shall 


neve acthome of h2r own for live." 


She shook with laughter ss sre said, "Master thought I sereamed to 


warn him and I was only frightened." 

frue to his word, efter freedom hé gave her a three-acre plot of 
lan@é upon which he ‘suilt a house and added a mule, buggy, cow, 
hogs, etc. Della lived there until after her marriage, when she 
rad to leave with her huseand. Ske later rest yeRonone. Eaving 
been married twice, she now sears the neme of Briscoe, her ey 


huseand's nace. 


nen the family had again settled down to the ordinary routine, a 
new plague, sody lice, ssid to have seen left sy the invaders, 


made lite almost unbeara’ls for woth races. 


Della now lives with her granddaughter, for she has seen unatle to 
work for twenty-eight years. Uacon's Department of Puslic Welfare — 
assists in contrituting to her livelihood, as the granddaughter 

ean only pay the room rent. 

She does not know her age wut selieves that she is atove ninety. 
Fer keen old eves seemed to look tack into those tygone days as she 
said, "I got elong setter den dan I eter hat since. We didn't 
xnow nuthin 'eout jail houses, paying for our burial grounds, and 


ée rent. We had plenty of Pood.” 


x. 
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Date of birth: Year unknown (See below). 
Plece of birtrs In Euscogee County, near Columbus, Georgis. 


Present residence: 6092 « Laut Sth Street, Columbus, Georgia. 


Interviewrd: August 4, 1936. 


This old darky, srobebly the oldest exeslave in jest Georgis, claims 
to te 122 years of rye. His colored “riends nre xleo of the opinion 
thet he is fully that old or older - = but, since none of his former 
(two) owners' peonle cen be loonted, im no records concerning his 


birth oan be found, his definite age esnnot se positively establisred. 


"Unele* George claims t. have worked in the fielcs, "sone", tre year 
the "gtars fell" « = 183. 
His ort¢insl owner wss Mr, Beery \Allisns-eto whos he was greatly 
attacked. As R young men, he wese-for a number of yearseoMr. 
williems! personnl body-servant, «.fter ir. sLlliams’ deathe-during 
the 1950's, "Unele” George wes sold to a white men=ewhoce name he 
Gocsn't renenbere#-of Dadeville, Alabama, with whom he subdsequentiy 


spent five months in the Confecerate :arviae. 


n 


One of "Uncle" George's stories is to the effect tint he once left a 
Ghore te wna doing, for Fis seaoné “Marster'sa" wife, "stepped" to a 
“nearby well to ,et s drink o? water and, impelled by sone strange, 
irreatstible "“nower”, "Jea key O71 Walkin "til he run slapednb inter 


@e Yenkees", who oorrnled him nnd kept him for three months. 


Still 2nother story he tells is that of his being -old cfter 


freedom{$ <aasording to Fis version of this incident, he wis sold 
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' along with two bales of cotton in the fall of 1865=-eitheor the 
cotton being sold and he “thrown in" with it, or vice versa-«le 
doesn’t know which, but he Goes know that he and the cotton were 
"sold" together! and very soon after this transaction occurred, 
the seller was clapped in ‘ail§$ ‘when, "somebody" (he doesn't 
remember who} gave him some money, put him on a stage-cdach at 
night and "skipped" him to Columbus, where he learned that he was 


a free man and has since remsined, 


"Uncle”™ George has been married onee and is the father of several 
children. His wife, however, died fifty-odd years ago ind he 
knows nothing of the whereabouts of his children--doean't even 
know whether or not any of ther ere living, having lost "al2 


track o'si1] kin fokes too long aso to tawk stout." 


Unfortunately, “Uncle” George's mind fs clouded cné his memory 
badly impaired, otherwise tis life «tory vould perhaps be quite 
interesting. Yor more than twenty years, he has been suppc.,ted 
and carec for ty kind hearted nenbers of his race, who say that 
they internc to continue "to look after the old man ‘til he 


passes one" 
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RAGTER BROWN 3 

Mao! das ter Brown, 78 years old, was sweeping chips 
into a basket out in front of ner cabin. "Go right in honey, 
Itse comin' soon as 1 git some chips for my fire. Does I lak 
to talk ‘bout when I wuz a chile? I sho does. f warn't put 4 
years old wen ce wee wuz over, but I knows all ‘bout it." 

"I wuz epee) iin ene County sometime in October. My pa 


wUz arwin and my ma wuz Liza Lorie. J don't know whar dey come 
ee eee 


omen aan seth, GAOT Me ine Hea np aerate ie tI 


trom, but 1 knows dey wuz irom way uown de country somewhars « 
Dere wuz six of us eailluns. All of us wuz sold. Yessum, I wuz 
sold too. My oldest, brother wuz named Jim. J don't riccolec' de 


otuers, dey wuz all pold ort to ditiunt gute of ae ‘country, and 


us hever eeeee ween em no m0 Tre. wy brother, my pa and me wuz 
soid on de block in Rome, Georgie. Marster yrank Glenn buyed me. 
Se a See 

I wuz so little dat when dey bid he oil, aey haa to hold me up so 


foikses couid see me » es don't ‘member my real ma and pa, and at 


called warster weet just Mist'ess ‘mat, 'til I wuz ‘bout ‘leven 


years old. ; - . 
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I don't know much ‘pout slave quarters, or what dey had in. 


‘em, ‘cause I wuz ‘gaised in de house wid de white folks. 


Holes wuz bored in de 


know beds _in dé quarters wuz lak shelves. 
ide of de house, two in de wali and de floor, and snes runnin' 


reson ae wall and de Loor, fastened together wid pegs; on neuser 


put planks, and ors} de foot of a 


we and keep de Little ‘uns: ‘from. fallin’ out. 


I-does 


e bed dey py a plank to “hold de 


hat did us have to eat? Lordy mussy! Mist'tessi us 
pad everything. Suumertine dere wuz beans, cabbage, squashes, 
irish ‘tatoes, roas'en ears, ‘'matoes, cucumbers, cornbread, and 


fat meat, but ae Nigest Poy: dey wuz plum fools ‘oout hog head. 
Ch ereae eens 


A nN EE IEH Ne EO ERENT 


In winter dey et sweet ‘tatoes, collards, __ turnips and sich, but 
as le TN Sa 


crete 


I et lak ade white tolkses. i sho does lak "possums and rabbits. 
Yessun, some of de slaves had gyardens , some of 'em sholy did. 
"No'm, us fieweus never wore no clothes in summer, I means 
us little ‘uns. In de winter us wore cotton clothes, but us went 


perepooter My uncle sam and some of de other Nizgers went *bout 


wid dey f foots popped open from de cold. harster had 110 slaves. 


eT. poy 


on his plantation. 


"Misttess wuz good to me. ba begged her to buy me, "cause 
she wuz his young Mist'ess and he ichowed: she would be good to me, 


but darster wuz real cruel. He'd beat his hoss down on his knees 
- and he kilt oe of ‘em. tie whupped de Niggers wnen dey aidn't do 

right. Niggers is lak dis; dey wuz brought e dis here land wild. 
as bucks, and dey is lak chicken roosters in a pen. You just have 


ce make ‘em ‘have deyselves. Its lak dat- now; -if ase a.'have dey~ . 
a ented . 


cece ee vO MAA CHEE NN I TRIN a pr Mt BH Se ranamennane marianne FARIA det 


_ selves, white folkses wouid let ‘em be. 


"Dere warn't no jails in dem days. Dey had a gyuard house 


what dey whupped tem in, and Mondays and Tuesdays wuz set aside for 


de whuppin's, when de Niggers what had done wrong got so many lash- 


@s ‘eordin! ‘%o what devilnent dey had. been doin'. De overseer did- 


Dem patbserporier®. WUZ sompin 


ia cewiappin’s Marster done dat. 


re, 


7 a * wok 
Bughe as ‘. nfo eel, 
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else. iiankind! If dey ketchea a Nigger out atter dark widout 
no pass dey'd most nigh tear de hide ofien his vack. 

"I'll tell you what dat overseer done one night. Some 
eneny oi Marster's sot Tire to de bis frame house whar him and 


Mist'ess and de chillun lived. be overseer seed it burnin", and - 


run and clam up ae tree what wuz close to ue house, went in de 


window and got Marster's two little gals out aat burnin' house 
-'fore you Gould say scat. Vat sho fixed de overseer wid old Mars- 
ter. <Atter dat Marster give him a nice nouse to live in but Mars-- 


ter's fine old house sho wuz burnt to de ground, 


sifirsadinearag gs pape sta acai tas scam ryan ona Pipe ee cs ghannag vce 


"De cyarriage driver wuz uncle sam. he drove de chillun 
teenage any 
to school, tuk Marster and Mistlass to church, ‘and done de a 
"round de house} such as, totin' in wood, eepik de yards and wait- 
_in'-on de cook. No'm us slaves didn! t go to chureh; de Niggers wuz 
sO wore out on Sundays, dey wuz glaa to stay home and rest up, ‘cause. 
de overseer had ‘em up way ‘fore day and wuked ‘em 'til-long atter 
a 
Sank On in Saddays dey had to wash deir clothes and git ready for de 
papell ancl nae 


: next week. Some slaves might a had special things eiye to ‘em on 


_Geetetmae, and New Years Day, but not on Marster's “plantation; dey 


“rested up a day and dat wuz dads I heared tell dey had Christmas 


tain 8 ‘and doin's on other plantations, but not on Marse Frank's 
All corn shuckin's, cotton pickin's, log rollin's, and de 


wuz when de boss made ‘em do it, an' den dere sho warn't no 6x~ 


y under a trees Maen r wuz big 
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tTnough to wuk, all I done wuz to nelp de cook in de kitchen and 


piay wid old Wisttess' baby. 


Nee 


“Some ot de Nivsgers runnea away. Webster, Hagar, atney, 


eotd ap bk tenia 


an' Jane runned away a little while ‘fore freedom. Old Marster 
didn't try to git ‘em back, ‘cause ‘bout dat time de war wuz over. 
farster and Mist'ess sho looked atter de Niggers Wnen dey got sick 


te 
ay 


ior dey knowed dat ii a Nigger died dat much y»roperty wuz lost. 


Yessum, dey had_a doctor sometime, but de most dey done wuz give 
beats hoarhound, yellow root, and tan$y. When a baby wuz cuttin’ 
teeth, dey biled ground ivy and give ‘em. . 
"Louisa, de cook wuz married in de tront yar. All I 'mem- 
bers ‘bout it wuz dat all de Niggers gathered in de yard, Louisa - 
had on 2 white dress; de white folkses sho fixed Louisa up, ‘*cause 
She wuz deir cook. 
"Jus' lemme tell you ‘bout my wecdin' I cuped ageee a avews 
and had it laid out on de bed, wen some triflin', no ‘count Nigger 
| wench tuk and stole it 'rore i had a sees. e6 git married in it. 
I had done buyed dat dress for two pupposes; fust-to git married in 
it, and second to be buried in. I stayed on wid Old Kiss 'til I got 
‘bout grown and den i itead te Athens. Waen i marriea my rust 
husband, Charlie Montgomery, I wuz wukkin' for Mrs. W. R. Booth, 
and us married in her dinin' room. Charlie died out and I married 
James Hoshier. Us had one baby. Hit wuz a boy. James ant our boy 
is both daid-now and I'se all by myself. "e 


"What de slaves done when dey wuz told dat dey wuz free? ~ 


wuz too little to know what dey meant by freedom, but 01d Marster 


© - 440 


called de overseer and told him to ring ae bell for de Niggers to 
tmaimearemamsetetmr easter aeticttt et AE tN OCIA TNE AS LC Et ETA ALE AE 8 ATER NOONE ANCONA CR tags eetnit iy 

come to de big house, ile told ‘em dey wuz free devils and dey 

could go whar dey pleased and do what dey pleased- dey could stay 


wid him if aey wanted to. Some stayed wid Old Marster and some 
went away. Ji never seed no yankee sojers. I heared tell of 'em 
comin’ but i never seed none of ‘em. 


"No'm I don't know nothin' ‘pout Abraham Lincoln, Booker 


fT, Washington or Jefferson Davis. 1 didn't try to ketch on to any 


tLe 


of ‘em. ws ror slavery days; some of de Niggers ought to be fres 
3 on ntenanenne ooneaternenene stented | 
3 ' ; t F i h tj i 
and some oughtn't to be. I don't know nuttin much ‘bout it. sl 


had a good time den, and I gits on pretty good now. 

"How. come. 1 jined de church? Well 1 felt lak it wuz time 
for me bo live better and git ready for @ home in de next world. 
Chile you sho has &xea me a pile of questions, and Il has sho ' joyed 


tellin' you what I knowed." 


FOR 6 RR OKA 


Yulia Brown (Aunt Selly) 
"LO Griffin Place, H. ¥. 
Atlanta, Gs. 
Jaly 2%, 1998 
y 
Geaeve Tonsill 
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AH ALWAYS HaD 4 HARD TIME 


Aunt Sellv rocked back and forth incessantly. cGhe mopped her wrinkl 
face with @ dirty rég sa she t-iked. ‘sh wuz born fo' -lles frum Commerce, 
Georgia, and wuz thirteen yser ole at surrenéer. Ah belonged to the Hash 
fambiy - three ole mid sisters. My mam belonged to the Nashes ani zy 
papa belonged to General Burns; he wus @ officer in the wer, There wus six 
of us chilluns, Lucy, Melvina, Johunie,Callie, Joe and me. ‘e¢ didn't stay 
together long,@s we wuz give out to different people. The Neshes didm’t 
believe in selling slaves but we wig known 4s their niggers. They sald 
one once ‘cause the other slaves said they would Kill him ‘canes he had a 
baby by hia own daughter. So to keep him frum bein’ kilt, they sold him, 

“ty mamma died the year of surrender. Ah didn't fare vell after her 
death,Ah had sicha hard time. ih wuz give to the Mitehell fambly and they 
done every cruel thing they could to me. Ab slept on the flo' nine yours, 
winter and sumer, sick or well. 4h never wore anything but # cotton 
dress, © shimmy and draw's, ‘het ‘omin didn’t care whet beppened to the 
niggers, Sometime she would tke us to church. e'd walk te the church 
house. Ah never vent nowhere eloe. That ‘oman took delight in sellin’ 
slaves. She'd lash us with a cowhide whip. 4h had to shift fur mebselt. 

“Mey didn't mind the slaves matin’, but they wanted their niggers to 
marry omly amougst them on their place. They didn't ‘low ‘em to mate with 
other slaves frum other places, -hen the wimuen had babies they wus treated 
Kind and they let tam stay in. © osllel it ‘ley-in', just about lak they 
do now. ‘e didn't go to no horspitels es they do now. «e jest haa our 


babses and had a greany to catch ‘em. ie didn't heve all the pafin-sasin’ 
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medicines then. Ths granny vould put a rusty piece of tin or 4 ax under the 
mattresa and this would exse the vains. The granny put a ax under my mattress 
onee, This sug to cut off the after-pa ing and 1t sho did too, honey. ie'd 

set up the fifth day and after the ‘leyin-in' time wuz up we wuz ‘lowed to 
walk ont doers and they tole us to walk around the house jest once and come 

in the house, This wis to keep us frum takin’ o "lepse, 

*.@ wWugn't ‘lowed to go around and have pleasure «s the folks Goes today. 

s bad to have va.ses to go Wherever We wanted, hen we'd git out there sus 
a bunch of white zen called the ‘patty rollers’. They'd came in and see if 411 us 
hod nasses and if they found any Who didn't have a pass he Wus Whipped; give 
fifty or more lashee--end they'd count tem lashes, if they said a hundred you 
sot a hundred. They wus somethin’ leak the lu Xiux. fe Bus ‘freid to tell our 
masters about the Datty Tollers because we wug skeered they'd Whiv us again, fur 
we Wug tole not to tell. They'd sing @ little ditty. sh wish 4h could remenber 
the vords, but it went somethin’ lak this; 


‘ham, Wigeph, run, de Patty Rollsrs’l1 git you, 
kun Niggeh, run, you'd bettah git away.’ 


"le Wug ‘freid to go any place. 

*laves were treated in most cases lek cattle. A min went about the 
gountry buyin’ up slaves lak ouyin' up cattle end the like, and he wus called 
a ‘gepeculator’, then he'd sell ‘em to the highest biuder. Oh! it wuz pitiful 
to sec ahil'en taken frum their mothers" breast, notters sold, husbands sold 
frum vives, One ‘oasan he wag to buy ind a baby, and ot course the baby come 
vefo' he oought her and he wouldn't buy the baby; said he heda’t bargained 
to buy the baby too, and he jest wouldn't. iy uncle mae married but he wuz 
owned by one master and his wife wus owned by S&nother. He wus ‘lowed to visit 


his wife on .edmesday and saturday, t:.et'e the onliest tims he could git off. 


"e went on ‘ednesday and when he went beck on Seturday his wife had been 
bought by the spequlator and he never did know where she Wuz, 

"ah worked hard always, oney,you can't ‘magine shat a hard tine ih had. 
5h split reile lek © oan, How did Ah de it? Ah used a huge glut, and a iran 
wedges drove into the wood with a meul, and this Would split the wood, 

"th help anin the cotton into thread fur ow clothes. The thread wus made 
inte big broaches -~ four drosehes made four cuts, or ons hank, 4fter the 
threed wus made re used @ loam to zeave the cloth, ¢ head no sewin’ mashine~- 
ned to see by hand, uy mistress hod a big ailver bird ard she would always 
eatch the eloth in the bird's bill and this wouid hold it fur her to seu, 

“ah didn't git to handle money wnen I wuz young. Ah worked frum sunup 
to sundown, -e nover had overseers lak some of the slaves. «¢ wus give su 
onech wrk to do ina day ani if che white folks went off on a vacation they 
would give us so much wrk to do walle they wuz gone end we better have @11 of 
that done too when they'd come home. Some of the white foika wum very kind to 
their slaves, ome did noi believe in slevery and some freed them befo’ the 
wer and even give ‘em land and comes. Some would give the niggera meal, 
lard and lek that, They made me hoe shen 4h wus &@ chile and sh'd keep rat ‘up 
with the others, ‘esuse they'd tell me that if 4h got behind a run-S-ney 
nigger would git me and split open my head and git the milk out'n it. Of course 
sh didn’t know then that wus't true -- 4h believed everything they tole me 
and thet ade me work the harder. 

"Frere wuz & white man, ister Jim, that woz very mean to the slaves. 
He'd go ‘round and heet ‘em, He'd even go to the little homes, tear down the 
ehimneys and do all sorts of cruel things. The shimneys fus made of oma ‘na 


straw 'm sticks; thsy wus powerful atrong too. ister Jim wuz jeat a meen 
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mB, and when he died we ail] said God got tired of Mister Jim being so mean 
and Kilt him. “nen they laid him out on the cooiis’ board, everybody wus 
settin® *round, moanin' over nis demth,and ell of & sudden Mister Jim rolled 
off'n the coolin’ doard,ani sich @ runnin’ and gittin' out'n that room you 
never vaw. «9 said sister Jim wuz tryin't to rim the niggers and we wun 'freid 
to go about at night. 4b believed it then; now that they’s ‘mbalmin’ Ao imow 
that must hove been gas and he Wug purgin', fur they did *t mow nothin' "bout 
‘mbalmin' then. They didn't keep dead folks ocut'n the ground long in then 
days. 

*Doctors Wasn't so plentiful them, They'd go ‘round in buggies ard on 
nosses. Them that rode on @ hoss had saddle pockets jest filled with little 
bottles and lots of thew. He'd try one medicine and if it didn't do not good 
ne'd try another until it did do good and when the doctor went to see &@ sick 
pusson he'd stay rat there until he wus better. He didn’t jest come in and 
write a "scription fur somebody to take to ea drug store. ‘e used herbs a lots 
in tiem days, hen @ body had dvopsy we'd set him in 4 tepid bath mde of 
malleim leaves. There Waz a jimson weei we'd use fur rheumutiam, and fur 
uethma we'd use tea mede of chestnut leaves. -«e'd git tie chestnut leaves, 
dry them in the sun jest lak tee leéves, and we woulda't let them leaves 
eit wet fur nothin’ in the world while they wuz drvyin'. se'd take poke 
agalad roots, boil them énd then take suger and meke & syrup. This wug the 
dest thing fur asthaa. It wax mown to cure it too. Fur colds and sich se 
used hothound; «ie candy ocut'n 1% with brown suger. e used a lots of rosk 
candy 4nd whiskey fur colds too, They hed & remedy that they used fur cone 
ewmiction ~ teke dry cow manure, make & tes of this anc flavor it with mint 
end give it to the sick pusson. .e didn’t need many doctors then fur we 


didn'* have so much siekmess in them deys, and machelly they didn't die so 
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fast: folks lived & long time tien. Tuey used a lot of peachtree i aves 
toc for fever,énd hen the steed got upset we'd crush the leaves, pour 
+et-r over them and wouldn't let them drink any other kind of water "till 
they wus cetter. «=h still belisves in them ole co'made medicines too and 
~b dan't believe in so many doctors. 

" @ didn't huve stoves plentiful then: just ovens we set in the fireplace. 
Lys toted a many & armful of bark — g00d ole hickory bark to cook with, ‘e'd 
aook light bre:d ~ both flour nd corn, The yenat fur this bred wuz made frum 
hops. Coals of fire wuz put on top »f the oven and under the bettom, too. 
“werything wug cooked on coals fra: a wood fire - coffee and all. ait, let 
me shoe you my coffee tribet. Have you ever seen one? ‘eli, Ah'i? show you 
ofne.” «unt Sally got up snd hobbled to the kitehen to get the trivet. 
aftex a fow moments search she onme back into the room, 

"No, it's not there, Ab guess it's been put in the baseent, 4h’ll show 
4% to you -ben you come back, It's a rack made of iron that the pot is set 
on befo' suttin' it on the fire coals. The victuals wuz good in them days; 
ve got our vegetables out'n the garden in season and didn’t have all the hote 
house vegetables, «ih don't eat miny vegetibles now unless they come out’s 
the garden and I know it. -ell, as i said, there wuz racks fitted in the 
fireplece to put pots om. Once there wuza big pot settin' om the fire, 
jest bilin’ away with s big roest in it. =s the water biled, the maat 
turned over and over, comin’ up to the top and goin’ down again, Cle Sundy, 
the dog, come in the kitchen. He sot there & While and watshed that meat 
Poll over and over in vwne pot, and 611 of | sudden-like he grabbed at what 
ue t and wulls it out'n the pot. *Course he gouldn't eat it ‘cause it ruz 
not and they got the met vefe' he et it. The kitchen *#uz away frum tne 


bis house, @ the victuals wuz cooked and carried up to the house, Ah'd 
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aarry it up mahse’f. «2 soulcn't eat all the diffsrent kinds of victusls the 
shite folks et and one mornin’ ghen I wag carryin’ the breakfast to the big 
house We hed saffles that wuz a pretty golden brotn and pipin’ hot. They wuz 
& picture to look at ani =h jest couldn't keep frum takin’ one, and thet wug 
the hardest wzeffle fur me to sat befo' I got to the big house I ever saw, in 
jest couldn't git rid of that »affle ‘cause my conscience whipped me 30. 

“They taugat me to do everytiing. ah'd vse battlin’ blocks and battlin* 
sticks to sash the clethes; we sil did. The clothes wuz teken cut of the water 
on ret om the block and beat rith a battlin' stick, »iieh wes made like « peddie. 
CBR weBh diys you could heer them battlin' stieks poun@in’ every which-amy. 

(\@ -8de our ofn soap, used ole mett end grease, and poured sq@ter over Wood ashes 
which Wug kept in a rack-like thing and the cater would drip througk the ashes. 
This mede strong lye. ‘e used a lot te sich lye, too, to bile with. 

"Sometines the slaves Sculd run away. Their misters wug mesn to them that 
caused them to run away, Uometimes thay would live in otvea. How did they 
zet along? “ell, chile, they got alone 811 righ®— bet with other people slippin’ 
things in te tem. and, too, they®d atenl hoes, chickens, and anything alse they 
eould git their hende on. <ome widte pecple would heip, too, fur there wuz 
some white people who didA@°t believe in slavery, Yes, they'd try to find then 
Slaves thet rum away and if they wus fourd they'd be beat or sold to somsbody 
alse, My arand-other run away Prum ner gausater. sa ateyed in the foods end 
she woahed he clothes in the brinch<s. te used sand fur soap. Yes, chils, 
i reckon they got ‘lomz @11 right in the caves, They tad bebles in thor and 
rais-4 ‘am, too. 

*Al stayed #lt: the <itehells ‘til siss csnnsk died, 4h even helped te 
lav her ont. -h dida’t go to the greveyerd though. 4b didn't heave a uome after 
sce died and sh wangered frum place to place, stayin’ sith & white fumbly this 


time and then a nigger fenbly the next time. 4h voved to Jackson vounty und 
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stiyed vith a iieter Frank Dowdy. Ah didn't stey there long though. Then 

Sh mowed to Yinder, Georgia. They called it ‘Jug Tavern’ in then days, 
‘enuse jugs Yuz made there. Ah married Groen Hinton in tinder. Got along 
sell after marryin’ him. Se farmed fur a livin’ and made a good livia’ fur 
me and the eight ehilluns, all born in 4inder. The cuilluns wug grown nearly 
shen he @ie@ and wus able to help me with the emiles ones. 4h got aloug all 
right after his deeth and didn't heve sich a hard time reisin’ the chilluns. 
Then 4h married Tim Brovn ant moved to. tlanta, lm fermed at firet fur @ 
livin’ and them he vorked on the railroad . the veaboamd. He helped to grade 
the first railroad treck for that line. He wuz a sand-dryer,” 

Aunt Sally broke off her story here. “Lord, honey, Ah got sich & pain 
in mah stomeh fh don't believe 4b can go om. It's & gnawin’ kind ‘o pain. 
Test keeps me weak all] over.” Neturelly I sugeested that we complete the story 
21 another time. So I left, promisin' to return in a few day76. 4 block from 
the house I stopped in 4 store to order some groceries far 4unt Sally. Tae 
proprietress, a Jewish wommm, spoke up shen I gave the delivery address. she 
explained in broker English that she imew dunt Sally. 

"I tink you vas very kind to do dis for Aunt Sally. She nests it. I 
often gif her son food. Fo'’s vary ald and feeble. He passed here yesterday 
and he look so wasted and hungry. His stomick look iike it vas drawn in, 
you know. I gif him some fresh hocks, I kmow dey could not @t ail of then 
ina day and I'm afreit it won't de goof for dem today. I ves trained to 
help reople in neet. It's pert uf my roligion. See, if ve sit on de 
etritear and an olt person comes in and finds no seat, ve got up and gif 
nim one. If ve see a parson Loaded vid bundles and he iss old and barely 


able to go, ve cife hand. See, ve Jews -= you colored -- but ve mow no 


differsnce. Anyyon neeting help, ve gif." 
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4 couple of days later I was back at Aunt Sally's. I had brought some 
groceries for the old woman. I knocked @ long time on the front door, and, 
getting no answer, I picked my wey through the rank growth of weeds and grasa 
surrounding the house and went around to the back door. It opened into the 
kitchen, where Aunt Selly and her son were having breakfast. me roam was 
ampll] and dark and I could hardly see the acuple, but Aunt Sally -elcomed me. 
iawd, honey, you come right on in. I tole John I heard somebody kmockin't at 
the do’, " . 

"You teen hearin' things @1] mornin’,* John spoke up. He turned to me, 
*You must've been thinkin’ about mamma just when we started eatin’ breakfast 
becauss she asked me did I hesr somebody osll her. I tole her the Lawd Jesus 
is always a-callin’® poor niggers, but she said it sounded like the lady's 
voice who was here the other day. #11 I didn't hoar anything and I tole 
her she mus’ be hearin’ things." 

Itd put the bag of groceries on the table unobtrusively, but Aunt Selly 
wasn’t one to let such gifts pasa unnoticed. Hagerly she tore the bag open 
and began pulling out the packages. “Lawd bless you, chile, and He sho will 
bless yous I feels rich seein' what you brought me. Jest look at this --- 
Lawdy mercy! --- rolls, Dutter, milk, balogny...e! Oh, this balogny, jest looky 
there} You must a knowed wheat I wanted?” She was stuffins it in her mouth 
as she telked. “And these uigs...$ Honey, you knows God is goin" to bless you 
and let you live long. Ah'se goin’ to cook cns at a time. And 4h sho been 
wantia' same wilk. Ah'se gonna cook me a hoecake rat now." 

She went about putting the things in little czns and placing them on 
shelvcc or in tue dilapidated little eupbourd that stood in @ corner. I sat 
down near the door and listened while she rambled on, 


“Ah used to say young people didn't care bout ole folks but Ah is takin' 


that back now, Ah jest tole my son the other day that its turned round, the 
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young folks thinks of the ole and tries to help ‘em and the ole folks don't 
try to think of sacbh others some of them, they is too mean, Ah oan't$ under- 
stand it; Ah jest know IT heard you call me when 4h started to eat, and tole 
my 80B 80, Had you been to the do’ befo'? She talked on not waiting for e@ 
reply. "Ah sho did enjoy the victuals you sent dey befo' yistidy. They send 
me surplus fool frum the cove'ament but 4h don’t like what they send. The 
akim milk cripes me and Ah don't like that yellow meal, A friend brought me 
scme White meal t’other day, And that wheet cere] they send}! Ak eats it 
with water shen 4h don't bave milk and 4h don't like i% but when you don't have 
nothin’ else you got to eat what you hawa. They send me 754 ever to » coks 
but that don’t go very fur. Ah Sin't complainin’ fur Ah'’a thankful fur whet 
sb git. 

"They send 2 girl to help me around the house, too. She's frum the 
housekeepin’ department. She's very nice tc me. Yes, sho sho’ ly is a s¥eet 
irl, and her foremn is sweet too. “ke comes in now 'n then to see me and 
see how the girl is gittin' along. “She washes, too. Ah's been on relief a 
long time. Now when :h first got on it wus when they first started givin’ me. 
They zive me plenty of anything 4h asked fur and my visitor wus Mrs. Tompkins. 
She wug so good to me. ‘ell they stopped thet and then the DPW (Department 
of Public :alfare) took care of me. ‘hen they first sterted Ab got more than 
I do now and they've cut me down ‘till Ab gigfe only a mighty little. 

*Yes, sh ug telkin' about «sy husband when you wug here t'éther day, 

He wuz killed on the railread. After he moved here he bought this home. Ah'se 
lived here teenty years. Jim wuz comin’ in the railroad yard one dey and 
stepped off the little e gine they used for the workers rat inp the peth of 

the L.QAN. train. Ue wus cut un and crushed to pleces. He didn’t have a 

Sign of 8 heed. They used a rake to git up the pieces they did git. 4 man 


»rought a few pisces out here in 4& bundle and 4h wouldn’t even look at then. 
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sh sot a@ little money frun the railread but the lawyer got most of it, He 
brought me a few dollara out and tole me not to discuss it with anyone nor tell 
so# sch 4h got. Ab tried to git some of the men thet worked with him to tell 
me juat how it all happened, but they wouldn't talk, and it wuz scend'jous how 
then niggers held their reace and wouldn't tell me @nything. The bose man came 
out Leter but he didn't seem intrusted in it et ali, so ‘bh got little or 
nothing fur his death. The lewyer sot it fur hisse'f, 

"All my chilluns died ‘cept my son and be is ole and sick and oan't do nothin’ 
fur me or hisse'f., He gets relief too, 75¢ every two weeks. “e zoes ‘round and 
people gives oim a little t'eat. ‘e has a hard time tryla’ to git ‘long, 

"sh bud a double bed in t’other room and let a woman have is s0 she could 
git some of the delegates tc the Baptist ‘orld Alliance and she wuz goin’ 
to vay mo fur lettin’ her use the bed,»ut she didn’t git anybody ‘cept to. 

They come there on Friday 2nd left the next day. She wuz tole that they 
didn’t uet right 'be@t the delegates and lots of people «ent to the expense 

to prepere fur them and didn't git a ona, 4h wuz sorry, fur Ah intended to 
use what she paid mo fur my seater 0111, 4h ovem ;3.80 and had to give my 
dseis to my house to @ lady to ney the water bill fur ne and it sorries m 
‘cause 4h ain't got no money to pay it, fur this is all 4h got and 4h hates to 
loose my house, Ah wisht it wuz some way to pay it. Ah ain't been able to do 
fur mahse’f in many vears no¥, and ies to devend on what others gives me, 

"Tell you mo’ about the ole times? Lawd, honey, tines has changed so 
frum 72er 4h eas voung. You don't hear of hainta as you dia when I crowed 
up. The Lawd had to ShoWHis work in mirseles ‘cause we didn’t heve learnin’ 
ip them davs es they brs noW, <nd you may not believe it but them things 
happened, Ah knova a old man what died, ani after his ‘(eath he would come 
to our house where he always sut wood, und at night ve could hear a chain 


vein’ drug along in the yard, jest es if a big log~chain wuz bein’ pulled 
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by somebody, It would drag on up to the woodpile and stop, then we sould hear 
the thump-thump of the ax on the wood. The woodpile was necr the chimtiey and it 
would ehop<chop on, then stop and we could hear the chain bein’ drug back tha 
Way 1% come. This went on fer several nights until ay fether got tired and ons 
night after he head it so long, the chop-chop, papa got mad and hollered at the 
haint, "G- D... you, g to hell3$i' and that spirit went off and never did 
come back? 

"We'd always know somebody wuz goin’ to die when ve heard a owl come to a 
house and start screeehia’. We always said, ‘somebody is gwine to die§* Honey, 
you don't heer it now and it's good you don't fur it would skeer you to death 
aghtly. It sounded so mo'nful like and we'd put the poker or the shovel in the 
fire a thet aleays ran him away; it burned his tongue out and he oes 
holler ao MOS. if they'd let us go out lak we always wanted to, Ah don't 
‘averte we'd a-done it, ‘oause we wus too skecred. Lawdy, chile, them wus 

sii days. Ah sho is glad God let me live to see these ‘uns. 

Ae tried to git the ole-age pension fur 4b sho'ly needed it and uz 
the to it too. Sho wus. But thet visitor jest wouldn't let me go through. 
ghe acted jak thet money belonged to her. Ah ‘plied when 4t first came out 

oe shoulda been one of the first to get one. Ah worried powerful much at 

| ‘tires fur 4h felt how mich better off Ak’d bes Ah wouldn't be so depemient 

Lek ann is soe, Ah *spects you knows that ‘oman, She is a ig black ‘omm -- 

a waz named Smith at first befot she married.She is &@ Johns now. Sha sho is a mean 
, “enon. She jest wouldn't do no way, Ah even tole her if she let me go through 
and. An got my fension Ab would give her some of the money Ab got, but she jest 
asants do no way, She tole me if 4h wus put om Ah'd get no more than Ah wus 
gitfin'. Ah sho believes then tats on gits more’n 75¢ every two sseks. Ab 


she hed a hard time and & roughety road to trevel with her my visitor until 
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+.3f g@58 ia the bousekesper. Fur that head ‘oma jest ean: rat cut and gt 
8 mo@ Glothes. Everything 4b needed. hen 42 tole her hos ay visitor was 
i2im' me Sie jest Went out amd come rat back +ith ai] the things 4h needed. 
> don't meow vay 27 visitor dane me lak that. 4h omid at first it wuz because 
. 3 tris house DUR home Whet eould 45 do with a house shen ah wag hongry end 
cot €Die to work, 45 @lé ys worked nard. ‘Course 4h didn't git seca fur it 
23% 4S 1A to eark for that an gits.* 
+2? S@ily whe Dbegiuziag te repost terself and I degac t0 suspect she 
28 Al Eine just te aisise me. So I arcse to gp. 
"LiWay meres, chile, you s20 is s6eet tc set here amt talk to @ ole * oma 
- ¢ 3@, 42 Bh2 is giad yoo eone., AB tale zy san jou Fux @ bundle of sunahines 
“Mos [elt #0 gmch Detter the dar rou lett - ami heen you is again! while, 
| 1968 Wamm’t itesin’ Sur nothin’! You eome beek to see ae reel socom. Ah'se 
-.% 3 giad te aave you. ind tes iawl's goem abo go ith you fur :eiR’ so good 
ae a 
<7 awatemesa of tre obvisus fulsoneness in the old tomen's preise in no 
, tetmeeted from uy feeling sf omving dors a good dee@. Aunt Selly ous a 
27.2 peyemaleciat gnc as I] oarefuliy sicked ay say ap the weedy peth toward 


“lL? street, © 7e.% imieed that tue ‘Lemd® vas ‘sno goin’® @ th me, 
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they sent in the housekeeper. Fur that head ‘oman jest went rat out and got 

me some clothes. Everything Ah needed. When Ah tole her how my visitor wus 
doin' me she jest went out and come rat back with all the things Ah needed. 

Ah don’t know why my visitor done me lak that. Ah said at first it wuz because 

| had this house but honey what could Ah do with a house when Ah wuz hongry and 
not able to work, Ah always worked hard. ‘Course Ah didn’t git much fur it 

but Ah lak to work fur what Ah gits.” 

Aunt Sally was beginning to repeat herself and | began to suspect she 

was talking just to please me. So | rose to go. 

“Laway mercy, chile, you sho is sweet to set here and talk to a ole ‘oman 

lak me. Ah sho is glad you come. Ah tole my son you wuz a bundle of sunshine 
and Ah felt so much better the day you left - and heah you is again! Chile, 

my nose wuzn't itchin’ fur nothin’! You come back to see me real soon. Ah'’se 
always glad to have you. And the Lawd’s gonna sho go with you fur bein’ so good 
to me.” 

My awareness of the obvious fulsomeness in the old woman’s praise in no 

way detracted from my feeling of having done a good deed. Aunt Sally was a 
clever psychologist and as | carefully picked my way up the weedy path toward 
the street, | felt indeed that the “Lawd” was “sho goin” with me. 
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JULIA BUNCH 


Ex-Slave - Age 85 


Seated in a comfortable chair in the living room of her 
home, Julia Bunch, Negress of 85 years, presented a picture of the 
old South that will soon :ass away forever. The little 3-room house, 
approachable only on foot, was situated on top of a hill. Around 
the clean-swept yard, betunias, verbena, and other flowers were 
supplemented by a large patch of old-fashioned ribbon grass. A little 
black end white kitten was frisking about and a big red hen lazily 
scratched under a big shade tree in search of food for her brood. 
Julia's daughter, who was washing "white people's clothes" around 
the side of the house, invited us into the living room where her 
mother was seated. 

Tre floors of the front porch and the living room were 
scruboed spotlessly clean. There was a rug on the floor, while a 
piano across one corner, a chifforobe with wirrored doors, a bureau, 
and several comfortaple chairs completed the room's furnishings. A 
motley assortment of pictures adorning the walls included: The Virgin 
Mother, The eueuea Bleeding Heart, several large family photographs, 
two pictures of the Dionne Quintuplets, and one of President Roosevelt. 

Julia was not very talkative, but had a shy, irresistible 
chuckle, and it was this, together with her personal appearance and 
the tidiness of her home that left an indelible impression on the 
minds of her visitors. Her skin was very dark, and her head closely 
wrapped in a dark bandana, from which the gray hair peeped at inter- 


vals forming a frame for her face. She was clad in a black and white 
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flowered print dress and a dark Zray sweater, from which a white ruf- 


‘8 GpDpparent at the neck. Only two outtons of the sweater were 
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fastened and it fell away at tee waist displaying her green striped 
aur oN. #rom oenesih the longs dress, her feet were visible encased 


nmen's Slack shoes laced with white strings. Her ornaments cone 


sisted of a ring on her third finger, earrings, and tortoise-rimmed 
siagsses whieh slainiy disslayed their dine-store origin. 

"I ptlonged to Marse Jackie Jorn of Edgefield County, I 
was gived to him and nis wife when dey was married for a weddin! 
an Pie Ionussed deir three chilluns for tem and slep' on a couch in 


adler ozdroom 'til I was 12 years old, den ‘Mancipation come. I loved 
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yed wid ‘em for four years atter fre 
left 'am I eried and dem chilluns cried. 

"Yassir, dey was sho' good white people and very rich. Dere 
confit nothint Lackin' on dat plantation. De big house was part wood 
snd  :a°7% Oriek, and de Niggers lived in one or two room vox houses 
ouilt in rowe Marsa Jackie runned a pig grist mill and done de 


r@ishbdors ‘round ‘bout. Three or four Higgers 
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wukxed in de mill ali de time. Us runned a dig farm and dairy toa. 

.*Dere was allus plenty t'eat ‘cause Marster had a 2Q-acre 
syscden genio a sig Fruit orchard. Two cooks was in de kitchen all de 
Jey 300424 in a dig fireslece, out us had big ovens to cook 
ciscuite and lightoread in. Us made ‘lasses and syrup and 
ust lak dey does now. 


"My Ma was nead weaver. It tuk two or three days to set 


Uy de ioom teause dere wes so many little bitty threads to be threaded 
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up. Us had dyes of evvy color. Yassix us could make wool cloth too. 
De sheeps was sheered onee a year and de wool was manufactured up and 
us had @ loom wid wheels to spin it into thread. 

"Old Marster never whupped nobody and dere was only one man 
dat I kin 'member dat de overseer whupped much and he 'served it ‘cause 
he would rum away in spite of evvything. Dey would tie him to a tree 
way down in de orchard and whup him." 

Julia kept repeating and seemed anxious to impress upon the 
minds of her visitors that her white folks were good and very rich. 
"Yassir, my white folks had lots of company and visited a lot. Dey 
rode saddle horses and had deir own carriages wid a high seat for de 
driver. Nosir, she didn't ride wid hoopskirts - you couldn't ride 
wid dem on. 

"Us bought some shoes from de market but dere was a travelin' 
shoemaker dat wukked by days for all de folks. He was a slave and 
didn't git no money; it was paid to his Marster. Us had our own 
blacksmith dat wukked all de time. 

"De slaves from all de plantations ‘round come to our corn 
shuckin's. Us had ‘em down in de orchard. Lots of white folks comed 
too. Dey kilt hogs and us had a big supper and den us danced. Nosir, 
dere warn't no toddy, Marse didn't btlieve in dat, but dey would beat 
up apples and us drinked de juice. It shot was sweet too. 

"Folks done dey travelin' in stages and hacks in dem days. 
Hach of de stages had four hosses to ‘em. When de cotton and all de 
other things was ready to go to market, dey would pack ‘em and bring ‘em 


to Augusta wid mules and wagons. It would take a week and sometimes 
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longer for de trip, and dey would come back loaded down wid ‘visions 
and clothes, and dere was allus a plenty for all de Niggers too. 

"De white folks allus helped deir Niggers wid de weddin's 
and buyed deir clothes for tem. I ‘members once & man friend of mine 
come to ax could he marry one of our gals. Marster axed him a right 
smart of questions and den he told him he could have ner, but he 
mustn't knoek or cuff her ‘bout when he didn't want her no more, but 
to turn her loose. 

"Us had a big cemetery on our place and de white folks 
allus let deir Niggers come to de funtrals. De white folks had deir 
own sep*rate buryint ground, but all de coffins was home-made. ven 
de ones for de settlement peoples was made right in our shop. Yassum, 
dey sung at de funtrals and you wants me to sing. I can't sing, but 
I'ljl try a little wets then with a beautiful and peculiar rhythm 
only attained by the southerm Negro, she chanted: 


'Come-ye-dat-love-de-Lord 
And-let-your-joys-be-known. * 


“A rooster crowin' outside your door means company's comin! 
and a squinch owl means sho' death. Dose are all de signs I kin 
‘member and I don't ‘member nothin' ‘bout slavery remedies. 

"Yassir, dey useter give us a nick{l@) or 10 cents sometimes 
so us could buy candy from de store." Asked if she remembered 
aries menees did eave her sly chuckle and saids "I shot does. One 
time dey come to our house to hunt for some strange Nizgers. Dey 
didn't find ‘em but I was so skeered I hid de whole time dey was dar. 


Yassir, de Ku Kluxers raised cain ‘round dar too. 


"I ‘members de day well when Marster told us us was free. 
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I was glad and didn't know what I was glad 'bout. Den ‘bout 200 
Yankee soldiers come and dey played music right dar by de roadside. 
Dat was de fust drum and fife msic I ever heared. Lots of de Niggers 
followed ‘em om off wid just what dey had on. Mone of our Niggers 
went and lots of ‘em stayed right on atter freedom. 

"Four years atter dat, I left Hdgefield and come here wid 
my old man. Us had six chilluns. My old man died six years ago 
right dar ‘cross de road and I'se livin’ here wid my daughter. i 
can't wuk no more, I tried to hoe a little out dar in de field last 
year and I fell down and I hasn't tried no more since. 

"I went once not so long age to see my white folkses. Dey 
gived me a dollar to spend for myself and I went ‘cross de street 
and buyed me some snuff - de fust I had had for a long time. Dey 


wanted to know if I had ever got de old age pension and said dat if 


I had been close to dem I would have had it ‘fore now." 
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SLAVERY DAYS AND APTER 


a 


I'se iiarshal Butler, eichiyeeiett years ofd and was 
corn on December 25, I knows it was Christmas Day for I 
was a gift to my folks. Anyhow,i'se the only niggah that 
knows exactly how old he be. I disremembers the year but 
you white folks can figure et out. 
| lily mammy was Harriet Butler 
and my pappy was John Butler 
and we all was raised in WVash- 
ington-vilkes. 
llammy was e Frank Collar niggah 
and her man was of the tribe of 
Ben Butler, some miles down de 
road. Et waB one of dem trial 


marriages - thiey'se tried so 


hard to see each other but. old 
Ben Butler says two passes a 
week war enuff to see my mammy on de Collar plantation. Yhen 
de war wes completed pappy came home to us ¢ W wuz a family 
of ten - four females called Sally, Lize, Ellen and Lottie and 
six strong ducks called Charlie, Elisha, Marshal, Jack, Hey- 
wood and little Johnnie, cug-brecwer de baby. 
De Collar plantation wuz big and I don't know de size 
3 Gap Shineree~and 
of 1%. Et must nave been big for dere war 
frfey niggshs aching to <0 to work ~ I guess they mus!’ have 
been aching after de work wuz done. Marse Frank bossed the 


place hisself - aere war no overseers, ve raised cotton, corn, 
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wheat and everything we un's et. Dere war no market to 
vring de goods to. Marse Frank wuz like a foodal lord of 
back history as my good fornothing gratidson would say- 
ne is the one with book - larning from Atlanta. ‘Waste 
of time filling up a nigser's head with dat tresh - what 


that boy needs is muscle-ology ~ jes'look at my head and 


iy mamay was meid in de Collar's home and she had 
many fine adresses - some of them were give to her by her 
missus. Pappy wer a field nig. er for ole Ben Butler and 
I worked in the field when I wuz knee high to a grasshopper. 
we uns et our oreakfast while et war dark and we trooped to 
tne flelag at sun-up, carrying our lunch wid us. Nothing 
fancy but jes'good rib-sbicking victuals. ‘We come in from 
tae fields at sun-down anc @ere were a good meel awaiting us 
in de slave quarters. iy good Master gave out rations every 
second lionday and all day stonday wuz teken to separate -the 
wneat from the chaff- that is - I mean the victuals had to 
be orgenized to be marched off to de proper depository. 

Before we uns et we took care of our mules. -I had a 


mule named George - I know my mule - he was e good mule, 


"Yes, I hollow eat the mule, and the 


mule would not gee, this mornin’. 
Yes, I hollow at tue mule, and the 
mule would not gee, 

An' I hit sim across the head with 


the single-tree, so soon." 
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Ye-, Basseman I remembers my mule. | 
Marse Frank gave mammy four acre- of ground to till for her- 

self and us childrens. We raised cotton - yes-sah! one bale of it 
and lots of garden truck, Our bosseman give us Saturday as a holi- 
aay to work our four acres 

“gui the niggers worked hard = de cotton pickers had to pick 200 
sins of cotton a day and if a nigger didn't,Marse Frank would take 
de nigger to the barn and beat him with a switch, He would tell de 
nigger to hollow loud as he could and de nigger wo 1d do so, Then the 
old Mistress would come in and say! "What are you doing Frank?" "Beat- 
ing a nigger" would be his answer. "You let him alone, he is my nigger’ 
and both Marse Frank ané de whipped nigger would come out of the barn. 
We all loved Marse and the Mistress. No, we wuz never whipped for steal- 
ing = we never stole anything in dose days = much. 

We sure froliked Saturday nights. Dat wuz our dey to howl and 

we howled, Our gals sure could dance and when we wuz. thirsty we had 
Lemonade and whiskey. No sah! we never mixed’ whiskey with water, -dege 
task wanted lemonade got it - de gals ell liked it. Niggers never got 
Grunk those days = we wuz seared of the "Paddle-Rollers." Umem—h and 
Swell music. A fiddle and a tin can and one nigger would beat his, : 
uend on the can and another nigger would beat the strings on the bee 
with broom straws. It wuz almos' like a benjo. I remembers we sung 
"Little Liza Jane" and "Green Grows the Wilbow Tree", De frolik broke 


up in de morning - about two o'clock - and we all scattered to which 


ever way we wuz goings. 
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We put on clean clothes on Sunday and go to church, Ye went 
to de white church. Us niggars sat on one side and de white folks 
sa% on the other, We wuz baptized in de church = de "pool-room" 
wuz rignt in de church. 

If we went visiting we had to have a pass. If nigger went out 
vitnout a pass de "Paddle -Rollers" would get him. De white folks 
vere tne "Paddle-Rollers" and hed masks on their faces. They looked 
like niggers wid de devil in dere eyes. They used no paddles -noth- 
ing but straps - wid de belt buckle fastened on. 

Yes sah! I got paddled. Et happened dis way. I'se left home 
O:e Thursday to see a gal on the Palmer plentation - five miles away. 
Seme call No, I didn't get a pass - de boss was so busy $ Everything 
was fine until my return trip. I wuz two miles out an! three miles to 
"0. There come de "Paddle -Rollers" I wuz not scared -only I couldn't 
“ove, They give me thirty licks - I ran the rest of the way home. 
-nere was belt buckles all over me. I ate my victuals off de porch 
railing. Some gall Un - nm = h. “Yas worth thet paddlin' to see that 
el - would do it over azein to see ary de next night. 

"QO Janel love me lak you useter, 

_ O dane! chew me lek you useter, 


Eviy time I ficger, my heart gits bi¢ger, 


aces mtn en 


‘ Sorry, sorry, can't be yo! piper any mo", 


i 


Nweumreins 1e 


Um =m - mh - Some gal! 

We niggers were a her ltny lot. If we wuz really sick larse 
rrenk would send for Doctor Fielding Ficklin of Washington. If jus! 
& small cold de nigger would go to de woods and git catnip and roots 
and sich things. If tummy ecne -dere was de Castor oil =<de white 


folks say children cry for it = I done my cryin! afterwards, 
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For sore throat dere was alum. Everybody made their own soap - if 
namd was burned would use sosep as a poultice end place it on hand. 
Soep was mede out of grease, potash and water and boiled in a big 
iron pot. If yo!' cut your finger use kerozene wid a rag around it. 
surpentine was for spreins and bad cuts. For constipetion use tea 
ade from sheep droppings and if away from home de speed of de feet 
go not mateh de speed of this remedy. 
No, boss, I'se not superstitious end i'se believe in no signs. 
7 jes carry 2 rebbits! foot for luck, But I do believe the screech- 
ing of an owl is a sign of death. I found et to be true. I had en 
Uncle nemed Haywood, He stesyed at my house and was sick Tor a month 
put eeenles so bed off. One night uncle had a relapse and dat same 
nigat a screech owl come along and sat on de top of de house and he— 
I mean the owls"whooed" three tines and next morning uncle got 
"worser" and at eleven o'clock he Gied, 
I does believe in signs. ‘Then de rooster crows in the house 
it is sizn of e stranger coming. If foot itches you is going to 
welk on stince lend, IZ cow lows et house at night death will be 
‘round de house in short tine. If sweeping out ashes at A220 Gat 
is bad luck for you is sweeping out your best rriend,. "Remember, your 
closest friend is your worst enemy. 
If you want to g0 a courtin! - et would texe a week or so to 
Jet your gal. Sometines some fool nigger would bring a gal a 
present - like "pulled -candy" end sickly like. I had no time for sich 
foolishness. You vould pop the question to héss men to see if he 
wes willing for you to uiarry de gal. There wag no minister or boss 
Sen to narry you - no limitetions et all. Boss men would jes sey: 


"Don't Torcet to bring me a little one or two for next yeer" De Boss 


PRES EGG 
man would fix a cottage for two and dere you was established 
For life, 
[ ste you want to go a courtin', § sho' you where to go, 
| Rignt down yonder in de house below, 


Clotnes all dirty an ' ain't got no broon, 


Ole dirty clothes all hangin' in de room. 
| Ask'd me to table, thought I'd take a seat, 

| First thing I saw was big chunk o!'meat. 

| Bleé as my head, herd as a maul, 

| ash = cake, corn bread, bran an! all." 

~Earse Frank had plenty of visitors to see him and hig 
three gals was excuse for a¥pyone for miles around to come 
trompin' in . He enterained mostly on Tuesday and Thursday 
nights. I remembers them nignts for what was left over from de 
Feasts tae niggers would eat. 

Dr. Fielding Ficklen, Bill Pope, Judge Reese, - General 
Robert Toombs and Alexander Stephens from Crawfordville - all 
would come to Jlarse Frenks! big house. 

General Robert Toombs lived in Washington end had a big 
plantation 'bout a mile from de city. He was a farmer and very 
rich. De General wuz a big man - 'bout six feet tell-heuvy and 
hed a full face. Always hed unlighted ciger in hig mouth. He 
Was toe first 1an I saw who smoked ten cent cigers. Niggers 
used to run to cet "the stumps" and the lucky nlgser who got 
the "stump" could even sell it for a dime to the other niggers 
for efter all - wasn't it General Toombs'ciger ? The general 
hever wore expensive clothes and always carried a crooked - 
handled walking stick. I'se never heard him say "niggah", 


never heerd him cuss. He always helped us niggars - 
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gave us nickles and dimes at times, 

Alexander Stephens wuz crippled, He was a little fellow ~ 
slim, dark hair and blue eyes. Always used a rolling chair, Marse 
Frank would see him at least once a montg. 

I'se saw a red cloud in de west in 1860, Iknew war was brew= 
ing. Marse Frank went t@ war. My uncle was his man and went to war 
with him - Uncle brought him back after the battle at Gettsburg - 
wounded, He died later. We all loved hin. My mistress and her boys 
ran de plan&atiaon, 

“The blue- coats came to our place in '62 and 63, They took 
everytain' that was not red-hot or nailed down. The war made no 
changes - we did the same work and had plenty to eat. The war Was 
now over, We didn't know we wuz free until a year later. I'se 
stayed on with Marse Frank's boys for twenty years. I'se did the 
same work fo $35 to $40 e year with rations throm in. 

I lived so long because I tells no lies, I never spent more 
than fifty cents for a doctor in my life. I believe in Whiskey ané@ 
that kept me going. And let me tell you - I'ge always going to be a 


nigger till I die, 
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brgae Sarah Byrd claims to be 95 years of age but the first impreseicn 
cue receives when looking at her ia that of an old lacy who is very active and 
oussessing a sweet clear volce. “hen she speaks you can exsily understand 
every word and besides this, each thought is well expressed. Often during 
the interview sh¥ would suddenly break out in a merry laugh as if her own 
thoughts unused her. 

UYrse Garah byrd was born in Orange County Virginia the youngest of 
three chil«uren. ‘uring the early part of her childhood her family lived in 
“{reginia her mother Judy Newman anc father Sam Gocdan each belonging to a cife- 
ferent muster. Later on the family became separated the futher was sold to 
2 family in ast Tennessee and the mother and children were bought by “octor 
vyeé in sugusta, Georgia. Here irs. Byrd remarked "Chile in them days so 
cuny femilies were broke up an¢d some went one way and der others went t'other 
way; anc you nebber seed them no more. Virginia wuz a reg*iar sleve market." 

Tr. Byrd med a lerge plantation and reised such products ss peas po= 
tatoes, cotton corn (etc). There were « large number of slaves. krs. Byrd 
aaa unable to give the exact number but remarked. "Oh Lordy Chile : nebter 
sould: tell just how many slaves opal man hac t*’wuz too many uv en. / The 
size. of the plentation required that the slaves be classified accorcing to 
the kind of work euch wes supposed to do. There were the "cotton pickers”, 
the ‘ples Aaniey the "hoe hunds) the “pedh splitters,’ fetc}. “ny wery fust Job ie 
remarkeg/ ie. syed wuz thet uv cotton picking.” krs Hyrd's mother was a 
full hand. 

Eouses on the Tyrd Plantetion wers ade of logs and the cracks were 


cuubec with gud. The chimnies were made of mud and supported by sticks. 
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Kach fireplace varied in length fran 3 to 4 feet beceuse they serve the 
-urpose of stoves; and the family meala were prepared in(those large fires ae 
placee often two and three) pots, were suspended from a rod running across the 
Pireplice. Most of the log’houses consisted of one roan: however if the family 
was very large two roams were .uillt. The furni shings consisted only of a 
none=nace table, venehes en & home-made peas, the mattress of which was formed 
by running ropes from side to aide forming 4 framecwork. lListtresses were made 
oy Filling; a tick vith wheatstraw. The straw was changed ecch seuson. Laughing 
o2Sq “yrd Pénseken, "Yeasirres"’ then houses wuz warmer then some are ter day.” 

~octor Dyré was rather kinc and tried to help his slaves as much as 
possible, but according to Mrs. “yrc his wife was very mean an‘ often punished 
her slaves without any cause. she never guve them enything but the cnarsest 
vooés. although there was plenty of milk and butter, she only cave it to the 
<omilies after it had soured. “Many a day I have seed butter just aittin 
around in pans cay after cay till it got good end spoiled then she would call 
some uv us anc ‘ve it ter us. Oh she wuz 6 mean un,” remerked Hrs. Syrc. 
continuing ivy, Byrd remarked "she would give us bread that had been cooked a 
week.” ‘re Byrd gave his slave fam‘lies 7ood clothes. Twice a year clothing 
was distributed amonz his femilies. ivery June summer clothes were given and 
swery October winter clothes were given. lere tirs. Byrd remerked" I nabber 
knowed what it wuz not ter have a good pair uv shoes.” Cloth for the ¢resses 
an? stirts wes spun on the plantation by the slaves. 

The treatment of the slaves is told in irs. Hyrcs own sore”? 

u .€ wuz Glways trectec nice by aster Jyrd and he elweys tried ter ssve us 
punishment at the hunds uv his wife but thet ‘oman wuz somethin nother. I 
nebber will ferget once shf-sent me efter sone brush broam onc told me ter 
Lurry beck. «ell plums wuz jest eltting ripe so I just tock my time and ot 
ell the plums I wunte? «ft r thet I cume on back ter the house. “hen I got 


C ) 
t ere she called me upstairs Sarah cane here Up the steps I went und ther she 
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stood with that old cow hide. She struck me three licks and I lost my balance 
and tuubled backward down the stairs. I don't know how come I didn't hurt ny= 
self but the Lord wuz vid me and I got up en’ flew,I could hear her just hol- 
Joring: gome back her«~] cone back here’ Sut I ant stop fer nothing. That night 
ut supper while { waz fanning the flies from the table she sed ter the doctor. 
‘ octor what you think? I had ter whip that little dewll ter day,I sent her 
ufter brush broan enc she went off cnc eet plums instead of hurrying pack.” 
The doetor just looked et her end rolled his eyes but never sed a wort.” There 
wuz very little whi):ping oa Lyrd's plantation, but I have gone ter bed many a 
night end heard "em gittin whipped on the plantation next ter us. If dey 
runned away they woald put the hounds on ‘in, Concluding her story on treat- 
ment irs. Lyr: remarked "Yessirree I could tell thet ‘aman wuz mean the first 
tine I ssed her after en from Virginia cause ahe had re? eyes.” | Pacer eeeere~ 
stayed busy all the time trying to find alaves off their plantations without PASSE » 
.arriarzes were performec by having the couple jump the broom. If the couplebe- 
longed to different masters oftenctines one master would purchase the other; but 
shoul¢ neither wish to gel] the man would then have to get passes to visit his 
wife on her pluntation. ‘Tey would lexve the plentatian on Saturday afternoons 
and on cuncay afterncon you could see ‘am caning in just lek they wuz coming 
from church, y Mrs. Syrd. 

There were frolics on the Pyrd plantation any time that the slaves chose 
to heave them. "Yes uir we could frolic all we want ter. I use ter be so glad 
vhen Saturday night came cauge I knowad us wuz go have e frolic and I wouldn't 
have a bit "uw appetite I would tell my ma we gwine dance ter night I dont want 
nothin teet. Yes sir us would frolic all nicht long sasetimes when the sun rise 
on Cuncay mornin us would all be layin round or settin on the floor. They mace 
musie on the banjo, by :nockinz bones ,ané blowing aaanes' 
The Syrrs dic not provide a church on thefr plantstion for their sluves 


neither were they allowed to attend the white church; instead they had prayer 
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meetings in their own cabins where they could sing pray eae ee much as 
they wishet. "I nebber will fer’git the last prayer meeting us had, “remarked 
NPS e sprig two woRtan named Ant Patey and Ant Prudence came over from the next 
plantetion. I believed they slipped over there wid out sittin a pass,eny “way, 
they ol¢ master cume there and wiioped ‘em and mace *em go home. I rackin he 
thoucht us wuz praying ter git Coat” Continuiny = 

IY nebber will fer’ ait the fust time I set eyes on them thar Yankees. 
i cone already hearc ‘bout how they wuz «olng round ter the different plan~ 
t.tions taking the horses and carrying away the money and other valuable t hings¢ 
yut they had nebber cane ter our placeg,so this day I saw ‘em coming cross the 
railroa track and they look jest lack thunder there wuz so meny tuv em. ‘hen 
they sot ter our house every bocy wuz sleep and they knocked and imodked 
6 hel a bac coe that didn't take no foclishnesse ogf sodody, 80 when he kept 
barking them Yankees cussed him and do you know he heshed up. I sid, ‘Te 
Lord what sort of man is that all he got ter do is curse that dog - nd he ¢on't 
even erewl. ‘cell, when they finally got in oll they wanted wuz ter know if 
"fe ‘Syrd could help feed the soldiers until Monday. Tr. syrd told ‘em he 
would, Soon after that the war enced and we wuz celled ter gether :nd told 
us wuz free. Saas uv’em stayed there an: some uv'em left. Us left and moved 
ter anotler plantetion." 

lire. Syrd who had previously given the writer an interview on folk-lore 
asxe? the writer to return at a later dete and she would try to think up more 
information concerning superstitions, conjure jferef, The writer thanked her for 


tne interview und promised to make another visit soon. 
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Mrs. Mariah Callaway sat in a chair opposite the writer and told her 
freely of the incidents of slavery as she remembered them. To a casual 
observer it will come as a surprise to know the woman was blind. She is 
quite old, but her thoughts were clearly and intelligently related to the 
writer. 

Mrs. Callaway was born in Washington, Wilkes County, Georgia probably 
during the year 1852, as she estimated her age to be around 12 or 13 years 
when freedom was declared. She does not remember her mother and father, 
as her mother died the second day after she was born, so the hob of rearing 
her and a small brother fell on her grandmother, Mariah Willis, for whom 
she was named. Mrs. Callaway stated that the old master, Jim Willis, kept 
every Negro’s age in a Bible; but after he died the Bible was placed upstairs 
in the gallery and most of the pages were destroyed. The following is a story 
of the purchase of Mrs. Callaway’s grandfather as related by her. 

“My grandfather come directly from Africa and | never shall forget the 
story he told us of how he and other natives were fooled on board a ship by 
the white slave traders using red handkerchiefs as enticement. When they 
reached America, droves of them were put on the block and sold to people all 
over the United States. 

The master and mistress of their plantation were Mr. Jim Willis and 
Mrs. Nancy Willis who owned hundreds of acres of land and a large number of 
slaves. Mrs. Callaway was unable to give an exact number but stated the 
Willises were considered wealthy people. On their plantation were raised 
sheep, goats, mules, horses, cows, etc. Cotton, corn and vegetables were 
also raised. The Willis family was a large one consisting of six children. 
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4 boys and 2 girls. Their home was a large two-story frame house which was not 
apart from the slave quarters. 

Slave homes on the Willis plantation differed in a respect from the usual 

type found elsewhere. All homes were simple log cabins grouped together, 
forming what is known as slave quarters. 

The Willis family as kind and religious and saw to it that their slaves 
were given plenty of food to eat. Every Monday night each family was given its 
share of fod for the week. Each grown person was given a peck of corn and 
three pounds of meat; besides the vegetables, etc. On Tuesday morning each family 
was given an ample amount of real flour for biscuits. 

Many of the slave families, especially Mrs. Callaway’s family, were given 
the privilege of earning money by selling different products. “My grandfather 
owned a cotton patch,” remarked Mrs. Callaway, “and the master would loan him a 
mule so he could plow it at night. Two boys would each hold a light for him’ 
to work by. He preferred working at night to working on his holidays. “My 
master had a friend in Augusta, Ga., by the name of Steve Hoard (7) and just before 
my grandfather got ready to sell his cotton, the master would write Mrs. Hoard 
and tell him that he was sending cotton by Sam and wanted his sold and a receipt 
returned to him. He also advised him to give all the money received to Sam. 

When grandfather returned he would be loaded down with sugar, cheese, tea, mackerel, 
etc. for his family.” 

When the women came home from the fields they had to spin 7 cuts, so many 
before supper and so many after supper. A group of women were then selected to 
___ the cuts of thread into cloth. Dyes were made from red sho_ berries and 
Jater used to dye this cloth different colors. All slaves received clothing twice 
a year, spring and winter. Mr. Jim Willis was known for his kindness to his 
slaves and saw to it that they were kept supplied with Sunday clothes and shoes 
as well as work clothing. A colored shoemaker was required to keep the plantation 
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supplied with shoes; and everyone was given a pair of Sunday shoes which they kept 
shined with a mixture of egg white and soot. 

The size of the Willis Plantation and the various crops and cattle raised 
required many different types of work. There were the plow hands, the hoe hands, 
etc. Each worker had a required amount of work to complete each day and an 
overseer was hired by slave owners to keep check on this phase of the work. 

We often waited until the overseer got behind a hill, and then we would lay down 

our hoe and call on God to free us, my grandfather told me, remarked Mrs. Callaway. 

“However, | was a pet in the Willis household and did not have any work to do except 

play with the small children. | was required to keep t__ and faces clean. 

Sometimes | brought in chips to make the fires. We often kept so much ____ 

Playing in the upstairs bedroom that the master would call to us and ask that we keep quiet. Older women 
on the plantation acted as nurses for all the small children 

and babies while their parents worked in the fields. The mistress would keep a 

sharp eye on the children also to see that they were well cared for. A slave's 

life was very valuable to their owners. 

Punishment was seldom necessary on the Willis plantation as the master and 
mistress did everything possible to make their slaves happy; and to a certain 
extent indulge them. They were given whisky liberally from their master’s 
still; and other choice food on special occasions. “| remember ones, remarked 
Mrs. Callaway, my aunt Rachel burned the biscuits and the young master said to 
her; “Rachel, you nursed me and | promised not to ever whip you, so don’t worry 
about burning the bread.” My mistress was very fond of me, too, and gave me some 
of everything that she gave her own children, tea cakes, apples, etc. She often 
told me that she was my mother and was supposed to look after me. In spite of 
the kindness of the Willis family there were some slaves who were unruly; so 
the master built a house off to itself and called it the Willis jail. There he 
would keep those whom he had to punish. | have known some slaves to run away on 
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other plantations and the hounds would bite plugs out of their legs. 

The Willis family did not object to girls and boys courting. There were 
large trees, and often in the evenings boys from the other plantations would 
come over to see the girls on the Willis plantation. They would stand in groups 
around the trees, laughing and talking. If the courtship reached the point of 
marriage a real marriage ceremony was performed from the Bible and the man was 
given a pass to visit his wife weekly. Following a marriage a frolic took place 
and the mistress saw to it that everyone was served nice foods for the occasion. 

“Frolic were common occurrences on the Willis Plantation, also quilting 
parties. Good foods consisting of pies, cakes, chicken, brandied peaches, etc. 
Dancing was always to be expected by anyone attending them, remarked Mrs. Callaway. 
Our master always kept two to three hundred gallons of whisky and didn’t mind 
his slaves drinking. | can remember my master taking his sweetened drum every 
morning, and often he gave me some in a tumbler. On Christmas Day big dinners 
were given for all of the slaves and a few ate from the family’s table after they 
had finished their dinner. 

“Medical care was promptly given a slave when he became ill. Special care 
was always given them for the Willis family had a personal interest in their 
slaves. On one occasion, remarked Mrs. Callaway, the scarlet fever broke out 
among the slaves and to protect the well ones it became necessary to build houses in a 
field for those who were sick. This little settlement later became known as “Shanty 
Field.” Food was carried to a hill and left so that the sick persons could get it 
without coming in contact with others. To kill the fever, sticks of fat pine 
were dipped in tar and set on fire and then placed ail over the field. 

Religion played as important part in the lives of the slaves, and such 
importance was attached to their prayer meetings. There were no churches, provided 
and occasionally they attended the white churches; but more often they held their 
prayer meetings in their own cabins. Prayers and singing was in a moaning fashion, 
and you often heard this and nothing more. On Sunday afternoons everyone found 
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a seat around the mulberry tree and the young mistress would conduct Sunday school. 
Concerning the Civil War, Mrs. Callaway related the following story: 
‘When the war broke out my mistress’ home became a sewing center and differ- 
ent women in the neighborhood would come there every day to make clothes for the 
soldiers. On each bed was placed the vests, coats, shirts, pants, and caps, One 
group did all the cutting, one the stitching, and one the fitting. Many women 
cried while they served heart-broken because their husbands and sons had to go to 
the war. One day the Yanks came to our plantation and took all of the best horses. 
In one of their wagons were bales of money which they had taken. Money then was 
blue in color; of course, there was silver and gold. After taking the horses they 
drank as much whisky as they could hold and then filled their canteens. The rest 
of the whisky they filled with spit. The master didn’t interfere for fear of the 
long guns which they carried.” 
“After the war some of the slaves left the plantation to seek their fortune; 
others remained, renting land from the Willis family or working with them on a 
share crop basis. 
As aconclusion Mrs. Callaway remarked: “My folks were good and | know 
They're in heaven.” Mrs. Callaway is deeply religious and all during the 
interview would constantly drift to the subject of religion. She is well cared for 
by her nine children, six girls and three boys. 
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SUSAN CASTLE 
Ex=Slave ~ Age 78 


On @ beautiful morning in April, the interviewer found Susan sitting 
in the door of her cabin. When asked if she would like to talk about the old 
plantation days, she replied; "Yes Matam, I don't mind tellin' what I know, but 
for dat I done forgot I shot ain't gwine make nothint up. for one thing, I 
aintt never lived on no plantatio. I Was a house servant in town. She added: 
"Do you mind me axin’ you one favor? Consent was given and she continued: 
Mat is, please don't call me Aunt Susan; it makes me feel. lak I was a hundred 
years old. 

"I was borned in Clarke County, March 7, 1860; I believes dat's what 
dey say. Mudder was named Fannie and Pappy's name was Willis. Us chilluw 
called 'im Pappy lak he was de onliest one in de world. He fust belonged to 
Marse Maxwell of Savannah, Georgia. JI was so little I disremembers how Pappy 
come by de name of Castle. In all de seben of us chillun, I didn't have but one 
brudder, and his name was Johnny. My five sisters was Mary, Louvenia, Rosa, 
Fannie, and Sarah, All I ‘members ‘bout us as chilluns was dat us played lak 
chilluns will do. 

"In de quarters us had old timey beds and cheers, but I'll tell you 
wher I slept most times. Hit was on a cot right at de foot of Misttess' bed. 

I stayed at de big house most of de time at night, and 'fore bedtime I sot 
close by Mist'ess on a foot stool she had special for mes 

"All I ricollects ‘bout my gran'ma was she belonged to General Thomas 
Re Re Cobb, and us called ‘im Marse Thomas, Gran 'ma Susan wouldn't do right so 
Marse Thomas sold her on de blocke 

"Us had evvything good to eat. Marse Thomas was a rich man and fed 
tis Niggers well. Dey cooked in a big open fireplace and biled greens and some 
of de udder vittals in a great big pot what swung on a rack. Meat, fish and 


chickens was fried in a griddle iron what was sot on a flat topped trivet wid 
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slite to let de fire thoo. Dey called it a trivet ‘cause it sot on three 
legs and hot coals was raked up under it. Hoe cakes made out of cornmeal 
and wheat flour sho' was good cooked on dat griddle. ‘'Tatoes was roasted in 
de ashes, and dey cooked bread what dey called ash cake in de ashes. Pound 
cake, fruit cake, light bread and biscuits was baked in a great big round pot, 
only dey warn't as deep as de pots dey biled in; dese was called ovens. Makes 
me hongry to think ‘bout all dem good vittals now. 

"Oh} Yes Matam, us had plenty ‘possums. Pappy used to cotch so many 
sometimes he jest put ‘em in a box and let us eat ‘em when us got ready. ‘Possums 
tasted better atter dey was put up in a box and fattened a while. Us didn't 
have many rabbits; dey warn't as much in style den as dey is now, and de style 
of eatin’ *possums lak dey done in slav'ry times, dat is ‘bout over. Dey eats 
fem some yet, but if ain't stylish no mot. Us chillun used to go fishin' in 
Moore's Branch; one would stand on one side of de branch wid a stick, and one 
on de udder side would roust de fishes out. When dey come to de top and jump 
up, us would hit ‘em on de head, and de grown folks would cook tem. Dere warntt 
but one gyarden, but dat had plenty in it for evvybody. 

"In summer time us wore checkedy dresses made wid low waistes and 
gethered skirts, but in winter de dresses was made out of linsey-woolsey cloth 
and underclothes was made out of coarse unbleached cloth. Petticoats had bodice 
tops and de draw's was made wid waistes too. Us chillun didn't know when 
Sunday come. Our clothes warntt no diffu'nt den from no udder day. Us wore coarse, 
heavy shoes in winter, but in summer us went splatter bar feets. 

"Marse Thomas was jest as good as he could be, what us knowed of time. 
Miss Marion, my Misttess, she won't as good to us as Marse Thomas, but she was all 
right too. Dey had a heap of chillun. Deir twin boys died, and de gals was 


Miss Callie, hiiss Sallie, Miss Marion (dey called her Miss “irdie), and Miss Lucy, 
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dat Lucy Cobb Institute was amed for. My mudder was Miss Lucy's nuss. Marse 
Thomas had a big fine melonial (colonial) house on Prince Avenue wid slave 
quarters in de back yard of his 10-acre lot. He owned ‘most nigh dat whole 
block ‘long dar. 

"Ohi dey had 'bout a hundred slaves I'm shot, for dere was a heap of 
‘em, De overseer got tem up ‘bout five otclock in de mornin’ anc dat breakfust 
shot had better be ready by seben or else somebody gwine to have to pay for it. 
Dey went to deir cabins ‘bout ten at night. Marse was good, but he would whup 
us if we didn't do right. Miss Marion was allus findin' fault wid some of us. 

"Jesse was de cartiaga driver, Uarliages wes culled phaetons dens Dey 
hac high seats up in front whar de driver sot, and de white folks sot in de 
cartiage below, Jesse went to de War wid Marse Thomas, and was wid him when 
he was kilt at Fred'ricksburg, Virginia. I heard tem séy one of his men shot tim 
by mistake, but I don't know if datts de trufe or not. I éo know dey shot had 
a big grand funtal'cause he was a big man and a general in de War. 

"Some of de slaves on liarse Thoms! place knowed how to read. Aunt 
Vic was one of de readers what read de Bible. But most of de Niggers didn't 
have Sense enough to leern so dey didn't bother wid tem. Bey had a church way 
downtown for de slaves. It was called Landonts Chapel for Rev. Landon, a white 
man wheat preached dar. Us went to Sunday School too. aunt Vie read de Bible 
sometimes den. ‘hen us jined de chutch dey sung: *Amazing Grace How Sweet de 
Sound.' 

"Marse Thomas had lots of slaves to die, and dey was buried in de colored 
folks cemetery what was on de river back of de Lucas place. I used to know what 
dey sung at funtals way back yonder, but I can't bring it to mind now, 

"Mo Matam, none of Marse Thomis' Niggers ever run away to de Nawth., He 
was good to his Niggers, seems lak to me I members dem patterollers run some 


of arse Thomas' Niggers down and whupped tem and put tem in jail. Old Marse 
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had to git ‘em out when dey didn't show up at roll call next mornin'. 

“"Marse Thomas allus put a man or de overseer on a hoss or a mule 
wen he wanted to send news anywhar. He was a big man and had a0 many slaves 
to do anything hisse'f. 

"I "spect dey done den lak dey does now, slipped tround and got in 
devilment atter de day's wuk was done. Marse Thomas was allus havin! swell 
elegant doin's at de big house. De slaves what was house servants didn't 
have no time off only atter dinner on Sundayse 

"Christmas was somepin' else. Us sho’ had a good time den. Dey 
give de chilluns china dolls and dey sont great sacks of apples, oranges, candy, 
cake, and evvything good out to de quarters. At night endurin! Christmas us 
had parties, and dere was allus some Nigger ready to pick de banjo, Marse 
Thomas allus give de slaves a little toddy too, but when dey was havin' deir fun 
if dey got too loud he sho would call ‘em down. I was allus glad to see 
Christmas come. On New Year's Day, de General had big dinners and invited all 
de high-falutin' rich folks. 

"My mudder went to de corn shuckin's off on de plantations, but I was 
too little to go. Yes Matam, us shot did dance and Sing funny songs way back in 
dem days. Us chillun used to play ‘Miss Mary Jane,' and us would pat our hands 
and walk on broom grass. I don't know nothin' 'bout charms. Dey used to tell 
de chillun dat when old folks died dey turned to witches, I ain't never seed 
no gostes, but I shot has felt ‘em. Dey made de rabbits jump over my grave and 
had me feelin' right cold and clam, dann deed 43 Sing to siiss Lucy to git 
her to sleep, but I don't ‘member de songs. 

‘"Marster was mighty good to his slaves when dey got sick. He ellus 
sont for Dr. Crawford Long. He was de doctor for de white folks and Marster wad? 
him for de slaves, 

"My mudder said she prayed to de Lord not to let Niggers be slaves all 


deir lifes and sho' tnough de yankees comed and freed us. ‘Some of de slaves 
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shouted and hollered for joy when Miss Merion called us togedder and said us 
was free and warn't slaves no more. Most of tem went right out and left ‘er 
and hired out to make money for deyselfs. 

"T stayed on wid my imdder and she stayed on wid Miss Marion. 

Miss Marion give her a home on Hull Street ‘cause mudder was allus faithful 
and didn't never leave her, Atter Miss Marion died, mudder wukked for Miss 
Marion's daughter, Miss Callie Hull, in Atlanta. Den Miss Callie died and 
mudder come on back to Athens. ‘Bout ten years ago she died. 

"I wukked for Mrs. burns on Jackson Street a long time, but she warn't 
no rich lady lak de Cobbs. De last fambly I wukked for was Dr. Hill. I nussed 
'til atter de chillun got toc big for dat, and den I done de washin' 'til dis 
misery got in my limos," 

When asked about marriage customs, she laughed and replied: "I was 
engaged, but I didn't marry though, ‘cause my mudder ‘posed me marryin'. I had 
done got my clothes bought and ready. its. Hull helped me fix my things. My 
dress was a gray silk what had pearl beads on it and was trimmed in purple, 

"What does I think "bout freedom? I think it's best to be free, ‘cause 
you cen do pretty well as you please. ‘Sut in slav'ry time if de Niggers had 
a-behaved and minded deir Marster and Mist'tess dey wouldn't have had sich a hard 
time. Mr. Jeff Davis ‘posed freedom, but Mr. Abraham Lincoln freed us, and he 
was all right. Booker Washin'tton was a great man, and done all he knowed how 
to make somepint out of his race. 

"De reason I jined de church was dat de Lord converted meg He is our 
guide. I think people ought to be ‘ligious and do good and let deir lights 
shine ‘cause dat's de safest way to go to leben." 

At eh conclusion of the interview Susan asked: "Is dat all you gwine to 
ax me? Well, I shot enjoyed talkin' to youe I hopes I didn't talk loud tnough 
for dem other Niggers to hear me, ‘cause if you open your mouth dey sho’ gwine 


tell ite Yes Matam, I'se too old to wuk now and I'se thankful for de old age 
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pension. If it warn't for dat, since dis misery tuk up wid me, I would te 


done burnt up, I shot would. Good-bye Mist'tess,* 
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ELLEN CIAIBOURN 
808 Campvell Street 
Augusta, Georgia 
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Ellen was born August 19, 1852, on the plantation of Mr. Hezie 
3oyd in Columbia County, her father being owned oy Mr. Hamilton on 
an adjoining plantation. She remembers being given, at the age of 
seven, to her young mistress, Elizabeth, who afterward was married 
to Mr. Gaoe Hendricks. At her new home she served as maid, and later 
as nurse. The dignity of her position as house servant has clung 
to her through the years, forming her speech in a precision unusual 
in her race. 

"I *memogr all our young marsters was drillin' way oack in 1860, 
an’ the Confed' rate War did not oreak out till in April 1861. My 
mistis* young husband went to the war, an’ all the other young mnarsters 
‘round us. Young marster's bes! friend came to tell us all goodby, an! 
he was killed in the first oattle he fought in. 

"Befo' the war, when we was little, we mostly played dolls, and 
ned doll houses, but sometime young marster would come out on the oack 
porch and play the fiddle for us. “Then he played ‘Ole Dan Tucker’ all 
the peoples uster skip and dance ‘bout and have 2 good time. My young 
mistis played on the piano. 

"My granpa was so trusty and hontaole his old marster give him 
and granma they frezdom when he died. He give him a little piece of 
land and a mule, and some money, and tole him he didn't bt long to novody, 
and couldn't work for nooody 'cept for pay. He couldn't free granpa's 


chilrun, ‘cause they already b' longed to their young marsters and mistise 
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ase He worked for Mr. Hezie soyd one year as overseer, but he say 
‘ne didn't wanter lose his raligion trying to uake slaves work, so he 
took to preaching, He rode 'pout on his mule and preach at ail the 
glantations. I never ‘member seein’ granma, out granpa came to see 

ue often, He wore 2 long tail coat and a big beaver hat. In that 
nat granma ned always peck 6 pile of singer cakes for us chilrun. They 
wag Dig ant thick, an' longish, an' we all stood 'round to watch him 


his hat. avery time he came to see us, zranma sgnt us 
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clothes and grenpa carried ‘em in his saddle bags. You ever see any 
3¢.ddl2 bags, matam? Well they could sho! hold a heap of stufft 

"Vy pa uster come two or three times a week to our yiantashun, an' 
just so he wes osck oy sun-up for work, novody didn't say nothin’ to 
nim, He just Lived ‘bout three or four miles way from us. 


"Yes matam we wut to church, and the white preachers preached 


Torus. We sat in tha pack of the church just like we sits in the 

ozck of the street cerg nowedays. Some of the house servants would zo 
ong time and some another, All the hands could go out ev'ryoody had to 
has 3 99ss, to shot who they otlong to. 

"Yes ma'am, the slaves wag whipped if they didn't io they task- 
“ork, or if they steal off without a pass, out if our marster found a 
overseer whipsed the slaves overmuch he would git rid of him. We was 
always treated sood and kind and well ecsred for, and we was happy. 

"No matam, no overseer evar went to marster's taole, or in the 
house ‘cept to speak to marster. Marster had his overseers! house and 
Sive fem slaves to cook for 'em and wait on ‘em, out they never so any- 
whera with the famtly. 

"The house es2rvants' houses was vetter than the fiel*-hsnds' - and 


vargter uster buy us cloth from the 'Gusta Fact'ry in checks and plaids 


for our dresses, but all the fiel'-hands clothes was made out of 
cloth what was wove on mistis* own loon. Somatime the pot white 
folks in the neighborhood would come an! ask to make they cloth on 
mistis*t loom, und she always let ‘em. 

"Yes, ma'am, we had Seamsters to make all the clothes for every- 
Yoly, snd mistis had a press-room, Where all the clothes was put away 
when they was finished, When any pody needed clothes mistis would 
go to the press-room an! set tam, 

"During the wor mistis hed one room all fixed up to take carg of 
Sick soldiers, They would core stragelin' in, all sick or shot, ant 
Sometimes wa had a room full of ‘em. Mistis had one youns voy to do 
iothin' put look after ‘em and many's the night. t got up and nelt the 
Candle for 'em to see the Way to the room. 

"Oh my Gawd, I saw plenty wounded soldiers, Waowes right on the 
road to ‘rightsooro, and plenty of 'em pass py. That Sonfed' rate 
‘ac Was the tarridlest, swfullest thing, 

"Nobody out me knowed where mistis buried hee gold money and finger 
cings and earrings and oreat-pins. I helt the candle then, too. 
Fistis and rarster,(he wos home then) ant me went down vack of the 
Tas? arbor to the zarden-house, Marster took up some pisnks, ant dug 
& hole like a grabe and ouried 4 013 iron 00x with all them tnings in 
it; then he put osck the planks. WNovoody evar found ‘em, and after the 
Var ves over we went and sot tem, 


"Yes, matam, everyoody did they own work. De cook cooked, and 
tne washer, she didn't iron no clothes. De ironer did that. De housee 


maid cleaned up, and nurse tended the chilrun. Then they was outlers 
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and coachmen. Oh, they was a plenty of us to do eve’ ything. 

"We didn't have a stove, just a big fire place, and vig oven on | 
ooth sides, and long-handle spiders. When we was fixin' up to go to 
camp Meeting to the White Qak Camp meeting grounds, they cooked chick- 
ens and roasted pigs, and put apples in they mouth and a lot of other 
food = good food too. De food peoples eat these days, you couldn't 
reve got nobody to eat. Camp Meetin' was always in August and Sep tember. 
It was a good Fethodis* meetint, and eve' ybody got religion. Sometimes 
a pgrancher would come to visit at the house, ant all the slaves was 
called an* he prayed for 'em. Soviet tag the young ones would laugh, 
sn* then marster would have 'em whipped. 

"My young mistis had a sister older than her. She married Mr. 
srtie Boyd, an* they had a big weddint put she loved her home and her 
mother and father so much she wouldn't leave home. She just stayed on 
living there. When her baby come she died, and I tell you, ma'am, her 
funtal was most like a weddin', with so many people ant go ney flowers. 

.ll the pepe from the plantashun came to the house, an' the wimmen 
“od they babdies in thay arms. One the ladies say, "How,come they let 
ai: ausisa nigesers and oabies come in the house?" But manetae knowed all 
us loved neta, and he call us in. Marse Artie he wrote a long letter 
en! all the things he got from mistis he give oack to her fam'ly an' all 
ris own things he give to his brother, an! then he died. Some say his 
szact strings just oroke 'cause mistis died, and some say he took some- 
ting. 

"No, matam, I wasn't mea till after freedom. I was married 
clsht here in 'Gusta by Fr. Whecton, the First Baptist Church preacher, 
ou' I lived and worked here ever since." 
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__BERRY CLAY 
So: ola glave Story 


(ae 
a) 
oye 


Telfair County was the home of some colored people who never 
were slaves, but hired their services for wages just as the 
race does today. Berry Clay, half indian, half white, was 
the son of Fitema Bob Britt, a full blood Indien, who died 
shortly after his sonts birth. His mother later ented 
william Clay, whose — was taken by the children as well as 


the mother. The family then moved to iiacon. 


Clay, next teestime oldest of five children was 89 years old on 
August 5, 1936, and while he was never a slave, remembers many 
incidents that took: place then. Not many years after his mother 
remarried, she became very ill and he recalls being lifted by 
his step-father to kiss ex Sood bye as she lay dying. After 

her death, the family continued to live in South acon where 

the father was employed as overseer for a crew at the Railroad 


yard. 


“his position often called for the punishment of slaves but he 
was too loyal to his color to assist in making their lives more 
unhappy. His method of carrying out orders and yet keeping a 
clear conscience was unique - the slave was taken to the woods 
where he was supvosedly laid upon a log and severely beaten. 
Actually, he was made to.stand to one side and to emit loud 


cries which were accompanied by hard blows on the log. The 
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continuation of the two sounds gave any listener the impres- 
sion that some one was severely beaten. it is said that Clay, 
the father, wore out several huge leather straps upon logs but 


that he was never known to strike a slave. 


.©%. Wadley, by whom he was employed, was a well-known acon 
citizen who served as president of the Sentee.o8 Georgia Rail- 
road for many years. A monument on Mulberry Street nearly oppo- 
site the Post Office is a eonstant reminder of the esteem in 
which he was held. His plantation was ea huge one extending from | 
the Railroad yard as far as the present site of mercer GaDveeais: 
A day of rest was given the slaves about once every three months 
in addition to the regular holidays which are observed today. on 
holidays, nfrolics” at which square dances were the chief form | 
of entertainment (by the music of a banjo or fiddle) were enjoyed. 
Ring games were played by the children. fhe refreshments usually 
consisted of ash cakes and barbecue. vhe ash cake was made by 
wrapping corn pones in oak leaves and burying the whole in hot 
ashes. When the leaves dried, the cake was usually done and was 
carefully moved to prevent its becoming soiled. ae skillful 


cook could produce cakes that were a golden brown ami not at all 


ashy. 


The membership of the local church was composed of ee slaves 
from several plantations. It was an old colored church with a 


white minister who preached the usual docta&rine of the duty of 


a Slave to his master. Zhe form of service was the same as that 
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of the white church. one unusual feature of the plantation 


was its Sunday School for tke Negro children. 


Courtships were very brief for as soon as a man or woman be- 
gan to manifest interest in the opposite sex, the master busied 
himself to select a wife or husband and only in rare cases was 
the desire of the individual eSusnaeredy wnen the selection 
was made, the master read the ceremony and gave the couple a 
home. He always requested, or rather demanded, that they be 
fruitful. A barren woman was separated from her husband and 


usually sold. 


Very little money was handled by these people. The carriage 
drivers were more fortunate than the regular workers for they 
suuggled things to town when aiey drove the waster and mistress 
and sold them while the family shopped or went visiting. At 
rare intervals, the field hands were able to earn small sums 


of money in this manner. 


rood was provided by the owners and all families cooked for 
themselves whether they were many or one. the weekly allot- 
ments of meal, meat, etc., were supplemented through the use 
of vegetables which could always be obtuined from pie Pie aes 
On special days chicken or beef was given and each one had a 
sufficient amount for his needs. Hunting and fishing were 
recreations in which the slaves were not allowed to partici- 
pate although they frequently went on secret excursions of 
this nature. All food stuff as well as Seen for garnents 


was produced at home. 
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Clay weegeerd isx very superstitious, He believeeyin most 


of the signs commonly believed in those days, because he nes 
"watcned them and found that they are true". He stated that 
the screeching of the owl may be stopped by placing a poker in 
the fire and allowing it to remain until it becomes red hot. 
The owl will then leave, put death will invariably follow its 


ViSits 


The attitudes of the two races in the South regarding the war 
were directly opsosite. “he whites beheld it as something hor- 
rible and dreaded the losses that would necessarily be theirs. 
Sons and fathers had property to be considered, but they were 
generous in their contributions to the soldiers. On the other 
hand, the slaves rejoiced as they looked forward to tneir free- 
dom when the war was over. there were, however, @ few who were 
devoted to their masters to the extent that they fought in their 
stead in the Confederate Army. Others remained at ietecene skill- 
fully ran the plantation and protected the women and children 


until the end of the war. 


[men Sherman wade his famous "March to Sea", one phalenx of his 


4 


army wrought its destruction between this city and Griswold- 
ville. aA gun factory and government shoe factory were complete- 
ly destroyed. Although the citizens gave the invaders every- 


thing they thought they desired, the rest was destroyed in most 


’ 


| instances. They tried to ascertain the attitudes of the land 


;owners toward his servants and wnen for any reason thoy pre- 


aaa that one was cruel, their vengeance was expressed through 
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| the absolute destruction of his property. In nearly every 

f 

; instance smoke houses were raided and the contents either des- 
- troyed or given away. Barrels of syrup flowing through the 


; yard was a common sight. 


At the end of the war, the South was placed under military rule. 
The presence of the Yankee guardsmen had a psychological effect 


pon the Southerners and they were very humble. 


Before the terrors of the war had subsided a new senace sprang 
up - the Klu Klux Klan, while its energy was usually directed - 
against Wee ex-slaves, a white man was somtimes a victim. one 
such occasion Was recalled by Clay. The group planned to visit 
a man who for some reason became suspicious and prepared to out- 
wit them if they came. He heated a huge pot of water and when 
a part of his door was crashed in he reached through the opening 
and poured gourds of boiling water upon his assailants. They 


retreated, while they were away, he made his way to Atlanta. 


Another group which began its operations shortly after the close 
of the war was a military clan organized for the purpose of giv- 
| ing the ex-slaves a knowledge of drilling am war tactics. an 
' 
|order to disband was received from the "Black Horse Calvary" by 
is leader of the group. His Life was toreatened when he failed 
to obey so he prepared for a surprise visit. He fortified his 
house with twenty-five men on the inside and the same number 


outside. hen the approaching calvarymen reached a certain point, 


the fifty hidden men fired at the same time. Seven members of 
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the band were killed and many others wounded. ‘There was no 


[further interference from this group. 


Clay and his father ran a grocery store just after Emancipa-~ 
tion. He did not like this type of work and apprenticed him- 
self to a painter to learn the trade. He is still considered 


an excellent painter though he does not receive much work. 


re has always taken care of himself and never "ran about" at 
night. Ee boasts that his associates never included a dancing 
woman. As he has used tobacco for sixty-five years, he does 
not consider it a menace to health but states that worry will 
kill anyone and the man who wants to live a long tim must form 
the habit of not worrying. His Indian blood--the high cheek 
bones, red skin and straight black hair now tinged with grey 
make this unmistakable--has probably played a large part in the 


length of his life. 
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Pierce Cody was the eldest eon of Elbert and Dorothy Cody. His father was 
born in Richmond, Virginia, his mother in Warren County. When the Bnancipa- 
tion Proclamation was signed, he, the eldest ehild in a large fenEly; was in 
hia early toons. (This group lived on the place omed by Mr. Bob Cody,’ “Hite 
“famtly was @ group of ardent believers in the Hardshell Baptist faith. Bo | 
firm was their faith that a church of this denominetion was provided for ‘the 
slaves and each one required to become a member. A white minister invariably 
preached the then worn out doctrine of a slave's duty to his master, the reward 


of faithfulness and the usual admonition against stealing. 


The members of this church were required to fast on one day of the week, ‘the 
fast lasted all day until seven in the evening. ‘The small boys, both white and. 


wet 
colored, resented the abstinence fron food,ead usually secured a reserve supply 7 


whieh was cached during the week and secretly enjoyed on fast day. Fish were 
Nir ’ 


plentiful in all the streams and they sometimes sneaked away to the river and 

- after enjoying the sport, cooked their catch on the banks of the strean. oe 
of ministers ~ 50 to 40 — then traveled from one plantation to another spreading 
the gospel, and were entertained as they traveled. On one ocecasion the group 
arrived at the Cody estate on fast day.» The boys having been on one of their 
secret fishing trips had caught e many perch that they were not able to consume 
them on the banks, so had anuggled them to the kitchen, coaxed the cook to 
promise to prepare them, and had also sworn her to absolute secrecy regarding 
their origin. Although the kitchen was not directlg connected with the "big 


house", the guests soon detected the aroma of fresh fish and requested that 
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| they be allowed to partake of this delicacy. When the boys, as well as 
the servants, heard this, they became panicky for they feared the wrath of 


| 
\ 
| 
| the master. But the catch was so heartily relished that instead ef the 


expected punishment, they were commended and allowed to fish on the next day 

\ of fasting. 4s was characteristic of many others, the planter's home was 
sane the center of a vast estate and in this instance had a tall lookout on 
the roof from which the watchman might see for miles around. ‘The "quarters* 
were nearby and the care~free children who played in the large yard were closely 
watched as they were often stolen by speculators and later sold at auctions far 
away. The land was divided into many fields each of which was used to cultivate 
a particular product. Each field had its special crew and overseer. 

4) mace = ies 
Cody's father was 5 feeder end—tirts-ETUup{ arose at least two hours before 
sunrise, to feed the stock. 4 ae number of horses and more than two hundred 
head of cattle had to be fed by sunrise when they were to be turned into the 
pastures or driven to the field to begin the day's work. After sunrise, his 
father's duty of forengn for plowers began. Other workers were hoe hands, 
additional foremen, cooks, weavers, spinners, seemstresses, tailors, shoemakers, 
etc. As everything used was grow end made on the estate, there was plenty of 

pLoved 


work for all and in many instances persexs learned trades which they liked 


and which furnished a-~meens-ef-ebteiming a livelihood when they were set free. 
Se Peceas ie feuterard Meg tense 3 


RS 

oes first duties began wher-he~erbered-hie~reene-end—beeame a plowhand 
who broke "newground." As all of this land was to be plowed, a lack of skill 
in making straight furrows did not matter, so beginners were preferably used. 


Shortly after he began plowing he was made foreman of one of the groups. 
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Thus encouraged by his master's faith in his ability to do a man's work, 
he assumed a “grown up™ attitude under the stimulus of his new responsi- 


bilities and was married shortly after. 


At this time marriages resulted from brief courtships. After the consent 

of the girl was obtained, it was necessary to seek permission from the master, 
whether she lived on the same or an adjoining plantation. In the latter ease, 
the marriage rites were performed by her master. The minister was not used 

in most instances--the ceremony ma bead from a testament by the omer of the 
bride. Marriages were nearly always performed out of doors in the l&te after-. 
noon, The bride's wedding dress was fashioned of cloth made on the plantation 
from a pattern of her own designing. Attendants at marriages were rare. After 
the ceremony, the guests danced far into the night by music from the fiddle 

and banjo. Refreshments consisting of ginger cakes, barbecue, etc., were 
served. Such a couple, belonging to two different masters, did not keep house. 
tig CRs eset oma Wh etangeas aeee bl Wein slay Saunt ead mae ton 
he might remain through Sunday. Aj} marriage unions were permanent and a barren 
wife was considered the only real cause for separetion. 


on 


/ Church services for this group were held jointly with the white members, the 
two audiences being separated by a partition. Gradually, the colored members 
became dissatisfied with this type of service and withdrew to form a separate 
church. The desire for independence in worship must necessarily have been 
strong, to endure the inconveniences of the "brush arbor" churches that they 
resorted to. As a beginning, several trees were felled, and the bruah and 


forked branches separated. Four heavy branches with forks formed the framework. 
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| Straight poles were laia across these to form a crude imitation of beans 
and the other framework of a building. The top and sides were formed of 


brush which was thickly placed so that it formed a solid wall. A hole left in 
, one side formed a doorway fram which beaten paths extended in all directions. 
Seats made from slabs obtained at local samilis completed the furnishing. 
In inclement weather, it was not possible to conduet services here, but occa- 
sionally showers came in the midst of the service and the audience calmly 


ae umbrellas or papers and with such scant protection, the worship continued. 


Penta afternoons were quietly spent, visiting being the only means of recrea~ 
\ tion. One of the favorite stay at hame pastimes was the inspection of heads. 
The pediculous condition made frequent treatment necessary for comfort. The 
young white men liked to visit the "quarters" and have the slaves search their 
heads. They would stretch full length upon the cabin floors and rest their heads . 
upon a pillow. Usually they offered a gift of some sort if many of the tiny 
parasites were destroyed, so the clever picker who found a barren head simply 
reached into his own and produced a goodly number. There existed on this 
plantation an antagonistic feeling toward children (born of slave parents) with 


| 
| 
| 


-@ beautiful suit of hair, and this type of hair was kept eropped very short. 


ni 


Gossip, stealing, etc. was not tolerated. No one was ever encouraged to 

"tattle" on another. Locks were never iaed on any of the cabin doors or on the 
smokehouse. Food was there in abundance and each person was free to replenish 
his supply as necessary. Money was more or less a novelty as it was only given 
in lg pieces at Christmas time. dis food, clothing, and shelter were furnished, 


the absence was not particularly painful. Gonnected with nearly every home were 
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those persons who lived "in the woods" in preference to doing the labor 
necessary to remain at their home. Each usually had a scythe and a bulldog 
for protection. As food became scarce, they sneaked to the quarters in the 
still of the night and coaged some friend to get food for them from the 
smokehouse. ‘Their supply obtained, they would leave again. This was not 


considered stealing. 


Medical care was also free. Excellent physicians Were maintained. It was 

not considered necessary to call a physician until home remedies - usually teas 
made of roots - had had no effect. Women in childbirth were cared for by 
"erannies"y= Oa wanen whose knowledge was broad by experience, acted as practical 


nurses. 


Several cooks were regularly maintained. Some cooked for the men who had no 
families, others for the members of the big house and guests. The menus varied 
little from day tc day. A diet of biwad ~- called "shortening bread,” ~ vegetables 
and smoked meat were usually consumed. Buttermilk was always plentiful. On 
Sundays "seconds* (flour) were added to the list and butter accompanied this. 
Chickens, fresh meat, etc., were holiday items and were seldom enjoyed at any 


other time. 


Not only were the slaves required to work but the young men of the “big house" 
also had their duties. In the sumer they went fishing. While this sport was 
enjoyed, ‘it was done on an exrremely large scale in order that everyone should : 
have an adequate supply of fish. The ee re in ali kinds of fish, 
end nets were used to obtain large quantities necessary. In winter hunting was 


engaged in for this same purpose. Rabbits, squirrels, etc., were the usual 
' 
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game, but in addition the trapping of wild hogs was frequently indulged in. 

The woods contained many of these animals which were exceptionally vitious. 
The hunters, however, trapped them in much the same way that rabbite are now 
caught, without injury to the flesh, mtring—the-meet-mesdselicéens. Deer were 
also plentiful and venison enjoyed during its season. Horned snakes were the 


greatest impediments to more abundant hunting. 


Knowledge of the war was kept from the slaves witil long after its beginning. 
Most of them had no idee what "war" meant and any news that might have been 
spread, fell on deaf ears. Gradually this knowledge was imparted by Yankee 
peddlers who came to the plantation to sell bed-tieking,etc. When the master 
aisecvered ms ‘this information was being given out, these peddlers were forbid- 


dex to go near the quarters. This rule was strictly enforced. 


Evertnally, the Confederate soldiers on their way to and fram eamp began to stop 
at the houge. Food and everything available was given to them. Three of 
Vr. Gody’s sons were kilied iz battle. As the Northern soldiers did not com 


near the home, the loss of property was practically negligible <- Sho-oente—veing 


Yoer. the Bnansipaticn Proclamation was signed, the slaves were called to the 
"cic nouge” in a group tc receive the news that they were free. Bo’h olc and 
voung daneed anc cheered wher this information was given out. Many of the 
focilies remained there for a year or two until they were able to find desirable 


Locations elsewhere. 


Cozy attributes hie ability to reach a ripe old age to the excellent care he 
took of himgelf in his youth. He has used tobaceo since he was a small boy and 


ices not feel thet it affects his health. Distilled liquor was plentiful in 


4is young Gays and he always drank but never to an excesa. 
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WILLIS COFER 
ux-Slave - Age 78 
Athens, Georgia. 


Willis was enjoying the warm sunshine of an April 
morning as he sat on his small porch. apparently, he was pleased 
pecause someone actually wanted to hear him talk about himself. 

His rheumatism had been painful ever since that last bad cold had 
weakened him, but he felt sure the sunshine would "draw out all 
the kinks." Having observed the amenities in regard to health 
and weather, the old man proceeded with his storys 

"Eden and Calline Cofer was my ba andi ma and us all 
lived on de big old Cofer plantation ‘bout five miles from Washin'- 
ton, Wilkes. Pa b'longed to Marse Henry Cofer and ma and us chillun 
wuz de property of Marse Henry's father, Marse Joe Cofer. 

"I wuz borned in 1660, and at one time I had three 
orudders, but Cato and John died. My oldest brudder, Ben Cofer, 
is still livin' and a-preachin' de Gospel somewhar up Nawth. 

"Chilluns did have de bestes'! good times on our 
plantation, ‘cause Old Marster didn't 'low ‘em to do no wuk ‘til 
dey wuz 12 yeers old. Us jus! frolicked and played ‘round de yard 
wid de white chilluns, but us sho' did evermore have to stay in 
dat yard. It wuz de cook's place to boss us when de other Niggers 
“uz off in de fields, and evvy time us tried to slip off, she cotch 
us and de way dat 'oman could burn us up wid a switch wuz a caution. 

"Dere warn't no schools for us to go to, sous jes' 
vleyed ‘round. Our cook wuz all time feedin' us. Us had bread and 
2ilk for breakfas', and dinner wuz mos'ly peas and cornbreud, den 


SUpp:r wuz milk and bread. Dere wuz so many chilluns dey fed us in 


. 
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a trough. Dey jes' poured de peas on de chunks of cornbread what 
dey had crumbled in de trough, and us had to mussel tem out. 
Yessum, I said mussel. De only spoons us had wuz mussel shells 
what us got out of de branches. A little Nigger could put peas 
and cornbread away mighty fast wid a irussel shell. 

"Boys jes' wore shirts what looked lak dresses 'til 
dey wuz 12 years old and big enough to wuk in de field. Den dey 
Jut 'em on pants made open in de back. Dem britches would look 
awful funny now, but dey wuz all us had den, and all de boys wuz 
mighty proud when dey got big enough to wear pants and go to wuk 
in de fields wid grown folkses. When a boy got 6: 3 @a man enough 
to wear pants, he drawed rations and quit eatin' out of de trough. 

"All de slave quarters wuz log cabins and little 
famolies had cabins wid jes' one room. Old Marster sho' did want 
40 see lots of chilluns 'round de cabins and all de big famblies 
wig ‘lowed to live in two-room cabins. seds for slaves wuz made 
oy nailing frames, ouilt out of oak or walnut planks to de sides 
of de cabins. Dey had two or three laigs to make ‘em set right, 
ond de mattresses wuz filled wid wheat straw. tee wernt? no sto'= 
bought stoves den, and all our cookin' wuz done in de fireplace. 
2ots wuz hung on.iron cranes to bile and big pones of light bread 
wuz @ooked in ovens on de hearth. Dat light bread and de viscuits 
~ode out of shorts wuz our Sunday bread and dey sho' wuz good, wid 
sur home-made butter. Us had good old corn bread for our evvyday 
oread, and dere ain't nothin't lak corn bread and outiermilk to 
ake healthy Niggers. Dere wouldn't be so many old sick Niggers 


now if dey et corn bread evvyday and let all dis wheat bread and 
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sto'-bought, ready-made bread alone ‘cept on Sunday. 

"Dere wuz four or five acres in Marster's big old 
syarden, but den it tuk a big place to raise enough for all de 
slaves and white folkses too in de same gyarden. Dere wuz jus' 
de one gyarden wid vlenty of cabbage, collards, turnip greens, 
oeans, corn, peas, onions, 'taters, and jus' evvything folkses 
laked in de way of gyarden sass. Marster never ‘lowed but one 
smokehouse on his plaw. It wuz plumb full of meat, and evvy slave 
nad his reat rations weighed out reg'lar. Dere wuz jes' one dairy 
house too whar de slaves got all de milk and butter dey needed. 
Marster sho' did b'tlieve in seeing dat his Niggers had a plenty to 
eate 

"Margter raised lots of chickens and de slaves raised 
chickens too if dey wanted to. Warster let 'em have land to wuk 
for deyselves, but dey had to wuk it atter dey come out of his fields. 
sll dey made on dis land wuz deir own to sell and do what dey wanted 
to wid. Lots of ‘em plowed and hoed by moonlight to make deir own 
CLrOpSe 

"Us used to hear tell of big sales of slaves, when 
sometimes mammies would ve sold away off from deir chilluns. It wuz 
awful, end dey would jes' cry and pray and beg to be ‘lowed to stay 
together. Old Karster wouldn't do nothin' lak dat to us. He said 
it warn't right for de chilluns to be tuk away from deir mammies. 

t dem sales dey would put a Nigger on de scales and weigh hin, and 


den de biddin't would start. If he wuz young and strong, de biddin' 
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would start ‘round $150 ana de highest bidder got de Nigger. A 
good young breedin' Voman brung $2,000 easy, ‘cause all de Marsters 
wanted to see plenty of strong healthy chillun comin' on all de time. 


Cyarpenters and bricklayers and blacksmiths brung fancy prices from 


set tmnt 


33,000 to $5,000 sometimes. A Nigger what warn't no more'n jes' a 
good field hand brung ‘bout $200. j 

"Dem bricklayers made all de bricks out of de red clay 
what dey had right dar on most all de plantations, and de black- 
smith he had to make all de iron bars and cranes for de chimblies 
and fireplaces. He had to make de plow points too and keep de farm 
tools all fixed up. Sometimes at night dey siippea ett de place to 
go out and wuk for money, a-fixin' chimblies and buildin' things, 
out dey better not let demselves git cotched. 

"Mammy wove de cloth for our clothes and de white 
folkses had ‘em made up. Quilts and all de bed-clothes wuz made 
out of homespun cloth. 

"De fus' Sadday atter Saster wuz allus a holiday for 


de slaves. Us wuz proud of dat day ‘cause dat wuz de onlies' day in 


de year a Nigger could do 'zactly what he pleased. Dey could go 
huntin', fishin’ or visitin', but most of ‘em used it to put ina 
2ood days wuk on de land what Marster 'lowed 'em to use for deyselves. 
some of ‘em come to Athens and help lay bricks on a new buildin' 
goin' up on Jackson Street. No a ean I done forgot what buildin 
it wuze 

"Us Niggers went to de white folkses churches. lr. 
Louis Williams preached at de Baptist Church on de fust Sundays, 


and Meferdiss (Methodist) meetin's wuz on dd@ second Sundays. Mr. 
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Andy Bowden and Mr. Scott Cowan aati two of de Meferdiss preachers. 
lie and pa jined de Saptis' Church. Ma wuz jes' a Meferdiss, but | 
us all went to church together. Dey had de baptizin's at de pool 
and dere wuz shot -a lot of prayin' and shoutin' and singin't goin' 
on while de preacher done de dippin' of ‘em. De onliest one of 
dem baptizin' songs I can ricollect now is, Whar de Healin' Water 
Flows. Dey waited 'til dey had a crowd ready to be baptized and 
den dey tuk a whole Sunday for it and had a big dinner on de ground at 
de church. : 

"De sho' ‘nough big days wuz dem camp meetin' days. 
White folkses and Niggers all went to de same camp meetin's, and 
dey brung plenty 'long to eat.- big old loafs of light bread what 
had been baked in de skillets. De night before dey sot it in de 
ovens to rise and by mawnin' it had done riz most $i de top of de 
deep old pans. Dey piled red coals all ‘round de ovens and when dat 
bread got done it wuz good 'nough for eer De tables wuz loaded 
‘wid barbecued pigs and lambs and all de fried chicken folkses could 
eat, and all sorts of pies and cakes wuz spread out wid de other 
goodies. 


"Evvy plantation gen'tally had a barbecue and big 


dinner for Fourth of July, and when sev'ral white famblies went in 
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Naeau Rous: dey did have high old times tryin' to see which one of 
‘em could git deir barbecue done and ready to eat fust. Dey jus’ 
et and drunk all day. No Ma'am, us didn't know nuffin' ‘bout what 
dey wuz celebratin' on Fourth of July, ‘cept a big dinner and a good 


time. 
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"When slaves got married, de man had to ax de gal's 
ma and pa for her and den he had to ax de white folkses to 'low 


‘em to git married. De white preacher married 'em. Dey hold right 


nands and de preacher ax de man: 'Do you take dis gal to do de bes! 


you kin for her?! and if he say yes, den dey had to change hands 


and jump over de broomstick and dey wuz married. Our white folkses 


wugZ all church folkses and didn't ‘low no dancin’ at weddin's but 


ne ee one ee en I 


eae 
dey give ‘em big suppers when deir. slaves got warried. lf you 
mgrried some gal on another place, you jus' got to see her on 


‘ednesday and Sadday nights and 411 de chilluns b'longed to de gal's 


white folkses. You had to have a pass to go den, or de patterollers 


patterollers ever:iore did beat up slaves 


if 


wuz shot to git you. Dem 
if dey cotched ‘em off dey own Marster's place 'thout no pass. 


Sigsgers could out run 'am and sit on deir home lines dey wuz safe. 


"On our place when a slave died dey washed de corpse 


zo0d wid plenty of hot water and soap and wropt it in a windin' 


sheet, den laid it out on de coolin' board and spread a snow white 


sueet over de whole business, 'til de coffin wuz made up. De windin! 


sheet wuz sorter lak a bed sheet made extra long. De coolin' pdoard 


“wig Made lak a ironin' board ‘cept it had laigs. white folkses 


“wiz laid out dat way same as Niggers. Je coffins wuz made in a day. 


Jay tuk de ueasurin' stick and measured de nead, de vody, and de 


footses und made de coffin to fit dese measurements. If it wuz 


a man what died, dey put a suit of clothes on him before dey ,»ut him 
Dey buried de 'omans in de windin' sheets. ‘‘hen de 


iggers got from de fields some of ‘em went and dug a grave. en 


aey put de coffin on de oxcart and carried it to de graveyard wnhar 
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dey jus' had a burial dat hag Dey waited taaud eye rionths some~ 
times before dey preached de funtral sermon. Yor the fun'tral dey 
guilt a brush arbor in front of de white folkses church, and de 
white oreacher preached de fun'ral sermon, and white folkses would 
come lissen to siave funtrals. De song ost sung at fun'rals wuz 
Hark from de Tomb. De reason dey had slave fun'rals so long 
atter de burial wuz to have 'em on Sunday or some otner ina when 
de crovs had been laid by so de other slaves could ve on hand. 
"When white folkses died deir fun'trals wuz preached 
veforg dey wuz buried. Dat wuz de onliest diff'unce in de way 
day ouried de whites and de Niggers. Warn't nobody emoalmed dem 
Jays and de white folkses wuz buried in a graveyard on de farm same 
as de Niggers wuz, and de same oxcart took 'em all to de graveyard. 
"Our Marster done de overseg@int at his place hisself, 
and ne never had no hired overseer. Nobody never got a lickin' 
on our plantation lessen dsy needed it bad, but when Marster did 
whup 'em dey knowed dey had been whuyped. Dere warn't no fussin' 
and fizhtin' on our place and us all knowed better'n to take what 


jidn't b'iong to us, ‘cause Old harster sho' did git atter Wiggers 


what stole. If one Nigger did kill another Nigger, dey tuk him and 


% 


locked him in de jailhouse for 3) days to viaake his peace wid God. i” 
ivvy day de preacher would come read de 3ible to him, and when de K,\ 
30 days wuz up, den dey would hang him by de neck 'til se died. 
nen what done de hangin' read de Bible to de folkses what wuz 


zatnarad 'round dar while de murderer wuz aedyin'. 
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"Its de devil makes folkses do bad, and dey all better 
ee oo ee eee s, GOcree sf 


change and serve God-a-Mighty, so as he kin save ‘em before its too 
late. I b'lieve folkses ‘haved better dem days dan dey dogs now. 
Merster wade 'em be good ‘round his place. 

“When us turned Marster's watch dogs loose at night, 
dey warn't nothin! could come ‘round dat place. Dey had to o@ kept 
chained up in de daytime. Sometimes Marster let us take his dogs 
and go huntin' and dey wuz de best ‘possum trailers 'round dem parts. 
hen dey barked up a 'simmon tree, us allus found a 'possunm or two 
in Jat tree. Sometimes atter us cotched up lots of 'em, Marster 
let us have a ‘possum supper. Baked wid slenty of butter and 'tatoes 
and sprinkled over wid red pepper, dey is mighty good gatments. liy 


mouf's jus' aewaterin' ‘cause I'm thinkin' ‘pout ‘possums. 
J acing OA m Ce YAS: 


"Yes Matam, us had corn shuckin's, and dey wuz big old 
times. ivvybody from plantations miles ‘round would take time out 
to come. sometimes de big piles of eaea would make a line most a 
half a mile long, but when all deNiggers zot at dat corn de shucks 
sho! would fly and it wouldn't be so long before all de wuk wuz done 
and dey would cad ug to supper. Jere wuz barbecue and chickens, 
jus' a plenty for all de Niggers, and corn bread made lak reg'lar 
ligit bread and shot enough light bread too, and lots of 'tato pies 
snd all sorts of good things. 

"Atter da War wuz over, dey jus' turned de slaves loose 
Jidout sothin'« Some stayed on wid Old Liarster and wukked for a4 
little money and dey rations. 

"Pa went down on the Hubbard place and wukked for 40 


jollars a year and his rations. ia made cloth for all de folkses 
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‘round 'bout. Dey fotched deir thread and she wove da cloth for 
50 cents a day. If us made a good crop, us wuz all right wid 
plenty of corn, peas, 'tatoes, cabbage, collaurds, turnip greens, 
all de hog meat us needed, and chickens too. Us started out widout 
nothin' and had to go in deot to de white folkses at fust but dat 
wuz soon paid off. I never had no chance to go to school and git 
book larnin'. All de time, us _ to wuk in de fields. 

"Ku Kluxers went 'round wid dem doughfaces on heaps 
atter de War. De Niggers got more beatin's from 'em dan dey had 
ever got from deir Jld Marsters. If a Nigger sassed white folkses 
or kilt a hoss, dem Kluxers sho' did evermore beat him up. Jey 
never touched me for I stayed out of deir way, but dey whupped my 
va one time for bein' off his place atter dark. when dey turned him 
loose, he couldn't hardly stand up. De Yankees just avout broke 
ug dg@ Ku Kluxers, but dey sho' wuz bad on Niggers while dey lasted. 

"TJ wuz *oout 21 ysars old when us married. Us never had 
no chillun and my wife done been daid for all dese long years, I. don't 
xnow how many. I can't wuk and I jus' has to stay hyar wid my daid 
orotner'sg chillun. Dey is mighty good to me, put I gits awful lone- 
30m@ sometimes. - 

"No Ma'am, I ain't naver seed but one ghost. diate one 
nisht, I wuz comin' poy de graveyard and seed somethin' dat looked 
lak a dog 'ceppin' it warn't no dog. It wuz whita and went in a 
opsave. it skeered me so I made tracks gittin' ‘way from dar ina 
hurry and I ain't never bean 'round no more graveyards at nignt. 

“When I passes by de old graveyard on Jackson Street, 


I 'members lots of folkses whats buried dar, sofe white folkses and 


10. 


slaves too, for den white folkses put dey slaves whar dey aimed to 
ne buried deyselves. Jat sho' used to be a fine graveyard. 

"Us all gwine to git together someday when us all 
leaves dis old world. I'm ready to go; jus! a-waitin' for de Lord 


19 call me home, and I ain't skeered to face de Lord who will judge 


ia 


all de same, ‘cause I done tried to do right, and I ain't 'fraid 
io: Jigs" 

Unele Willis wag tired and sent a little boy to the 
store for milk. a§ the interviewer took her departure he said: 
"“Good-oye Missy. God blgss you. Jus* put yourself in de hands of 


de Lord, for dey ain't no better place to ve." 
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MARY COLBERT 
Ex=-Slave - Age 84. 


(NOTE: This is the first story we have had in which the client 
did not use any dialect. Mary Colbert's grammar was excellent. 
Her skin was almost white, and her hair was quite straight. 

None of us know what a "deep" slave was. It may have the 
same meaning as outlandish Negrc. The "outlandish Negroes" were 
those newly arrived Negroes who had just come in from any country 
outside of the United States of America, and were untrained. They 
were usually just from Africa. 


Sarah H. Hall) 

With the thermometer registering 93 degrees in the shade 
on a particularly humid July day, the visitor trudged up one steep, 
rocky alley and down another, hesitantly negotiated shaky little 
bridges over severai ravines, scrambled out of a ditch, and final- 
ly arrived at the address of Mary Colbert. It was the noon hour. 
A Negro man had tied his mule under an apple tree in one corner of 
Mary's yard. The animal was peacefully munching hay while his 
master enjoyed lunch from a battered tin bucket. Asked if Mary 
was at home, the man replied: “"“Yessum, jus' call her at de door." 

A luxurious Virginia creeper shaded the front porch of 
luary's five-room frame house, where a rap on the front door 
brought the response: "Here I am, honey’ Come right on through 
the house to the back porch. The aged mulatto woman was hanging 
out clothes on a line suspended between two peach trees. To the 
inquiry for mary, she answered: "Yes, Honey, this is Mary. They 


say I am old, childish, and hellish; anyway, this is Mary." 


"Dear, let's go in my parlor," she suggested in a 


cultured voice. "I wouldn't dare go out on the front porch wear- 
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ing this dirty dress. It simply isn't my way of living." Mary 
is about five feet tall and wears her straight, snowy-white hair 
in a neat knot low on the back of her head. The sparkle in her 
bright brown eyes bespeaks a more youthful spirit than her 
wrinkled and almost white face would indicate. she was wearing 
a soiled print dress, brown cotton hose, and high-topped black 
shoes. In remarkably good English for one of her race she told 
that her daughter's family lives with her, "so that I won't be 
right by myself." Then she began her story: 

"Honey, what is it you want me to tell you. ihere was 
I born? Oh, my child! 1 was born right here in dear old hilly 
Athens. Yes, that's where I was born. Polly Crawford was my 
mother, and she belonged to wiajor William 4. Crawford before he 
gave her to his son, Marse John Crawford. Now about my father, 
that is the dream. He died when 1 was just a little child. They 
said he was sandy Thomas and that he was owned by Marster Obadiah 
Thomas, who lived in Oglethorpe County. All I can remember about 
my grandparents is this: When I found my grandma, Hannah Crawford, 
she was living on siajor Crawford's plantation, where Crawford, 
Georgia, is now. wvrandma was a little, bitty woman; so little 
that she wore a number one shoe. she was brought here from 
Virginia to be a field hand, but she was smart as a whip, and 
lived to be 118 years old. I used to tell my mother that 1 wished 


I was named Hannah for her, and so Mother called me Mary Hannah. 


are 2h 
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"I can't bring my grandfather to mind very clearly. I 
do remember that my mother took me to Penfield to see him, and 
told me if I wasn't a good little girl he would surely whip me. 
They called him 'Uncle Campfire’, because he had such a fiery 
temper. for a living, after he got to be an old man, he made 
cheers (chairs), but for the life of me I don't know who he be- 
longed to, because Major Crawford sold him before I was born. 

"There were five of us children: Nat, Solomon, susannah, 
Sane, and myself. Marse John gave Solomon to his daughter, Miss 
Fannie, when she married Marse William H. Gerdine. Susannah be- — 
longed to Miss Rosa Golden, and Sarah and I belonged to the other 
wiss Fannie. She was “arse John's sister. Nat was Marse John's 
house boy, and our mother was his cook. We children just played 
around the yard until we were large enough to work. 

"Yes, my dear, 1 was born in Marse John's back yard. He 
lived in a two-story frame house on Dougherty Street, back of 
Scudder's school. The two slave houses and the kitchen were set 
off from the house a little piece out in the yard. It was the 
style then to have the kitchen built separate from the dwelling 
house. 

"Lord bless your life, Honey! We didn't live in log 
cabins, as you call them. There were two slave houses. [Ihe one 
aggie lived in was two-story, the other one had just one story 
and they were both weatherboarded like warse John's own house. 
The grown folks slept on beds made with tall oak posts. There 


were no metal springs then and the beds were corded instead. 
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The straw-stuffed mattress ticks were made with plain and striped 
material, and pillows were filled with cotton. We children slept 
on trundle beds, which were pushed up under the big beds in the 
daytime, and pulled out for us to sleep on at night. 

"No Ma'tm, there was never any money given to me in 
slavery time. Remember, Dear, when the yankees came through 
here, I was only ten years old. Misses Fannie and Ann Crawford 
were Major Crawford's daughters, and they kept house for Marse 
John. That morning in May I was wearing a sleeveless apron, and 
they (Miss Fannie and Miss Ann) put a bag of gold and silver, 
and some old greenback Confederate money in my apron and told me 
to hold on to ite Miss Fannie and Miss Ann, both of them, patted 
me on the head and said: ‘Now, be a good little girl and don't 
move.’ On came the Blue Coats: they went all over the house 
searching everything with their guns and swords shining and 
flashing. I was so scared the sweat was running down my face 
in streams. sBless your life! When they came to the bedroom 
where I was standing by a bed, holding that money inside my 
apron, they didn't even glance at me the second time. Little did 
they think that little slave girl had the money they were hunt- 
ing for. After the yankees were gone, I gave it all back to 
Miss Fannie, and she didn't give me the first penny. If any of 
the money was given to my mother she didn't tell me about it. 

"I am going to tell you the truth about what we had to 


eat, so listen now. It was egg bread, biscuits, peas, potatoes- 
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they were called ‘taters then - artichoke pickles, tea cakes, 
pies, and good old healthy lye hominy. There was plenty of 

meat served, but I was not allowed to eat that, as I was never a 
very strong child. I was a fool about stale bread, such as 
biscuit, cornbread, and light bread. Mother was a fine cook 

and her battercakes would just melt in your mouth. Of course, 
you know we had no stoves in those days and the cooking was done 
in open fireplaces, in ovens and potse Oh yes! We had a garden. 
There was only one on the place and enough was raised in it to 
feed all of the people living there. 

"I don't remember eating ‘possums, rabbits, squirrels 
and fish until 1 went to Jackson, Mississippi, with “iss Rosa. 
There were plenty of those meats in Mississippi and I was then 
getting old enough and healthy enough to be allowed to eat them.” 

At this point, Mary insisted on serving lunch for her 
visitor, saying that she had lived with white people and knew 
how to cook. After a polite refusal, the story was continued: 

"I was laughing at myself just the other day about those 
homespun dresses and sleeveless aprons 1 wore as a child. I 
reckon that was a sign you were coming to ask me about those 
things. Jt kept one of those dresses of mine until my own baby 
girl wore it out, and now I am sorry I let her wear it, for it 
would be so nice to have it to show you. We wore just a one 
piece costume in summer and had calico and muslin dresses for 
Sunday. Wintertime, Il wore a balmoral petticoat, osnaburg drawers, 
and er-r-r. Well, Jacobi’ I never thought I would live to see the 


day I'd forget what our dresses were called. anyway they were of 
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woolen material in a checked design, and were made with a full 
skirt gathered on to a deep yoke. Uncle Patrick Hull - he was a 
deep slave belonging to Mr. A. L. Hull - made all the shoes for 
idlarse John's slaves. We all wore brass-toed brogans. 

"Oh, good} I should smile! A better man than Marse 
John never lived. Nobody better not beat his slaves. Marse John 
was the postmaster. he married Miss Sallie Eden, and everybody 
said she was mighty good, but I never knew her for she died when 
I was a baby. Marse John and his wife, Miss Sallie, had three 
children. They were: Miss Fannie, Miss Rosa and Marse Allie. 
Miss Annie Crawford, who teaches in the school here, is Marse 
Allie's daughter. She don't know me so well, but I know mighty 
well who she ise I think I have already told you that Misses 
Fannie and Rosa kept house for their brother, Marse John, after 
their mother died. 

"Darling, please get this right: the plantation is a 
dream to me. If 1 should try to tell you about it, I am sure it 
would be only what my mother told me about it in the years long 
after the surrender. iihether the plantation was the property of 
Marse John or his father, William H. Crawford, I don't know, but 
I am sure there was an overseer, and I am quite sure it was a very 
large plantation. You know the town of Crawford was named for my 
white folks. The only thing i can be sure of, from my own memory, 
is of the things that took place here in Athens. 

"Breakfast had to be served promptly at 7:30. hen that 
9:00 o'clock bell sounded at night, God bless your soul! You had 
to be in your house, and you had to be in bed by 10:00 o'clock. 
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Marse John never punished but just two of his slaves that I can 
remember, but I have seen them get several good whippings. They 
were Ned and William, Aggie's and Lucy's boys, and Marse John 
cowhided them for misbehaving. 

"There were jails during slavery time, but Marse /ohn 
kept his slaves straight himself and did not allow any of them 
to be taken to jail. J have never seen slaves sold, but 1 have 
seen droves of them marching by, being taken to Watkinsville to 
be sold. 

"No! No! Oh! No} You had better not dare let white 
people know that you could read, in those days. I remember one 
colored man, Alfred Zvans, who used to read the Bible during 
slavery time. All the learning I have, I got after we were made 
free. There were two colored churches in Athens; one was 3aptist 
and the other was Methodist. Yankee ladies came down from the 
North and taught us to read and write. 1 have often considered 
writing the history of my life and finally decided to undertake 
it, but I found that it was more of a job than 1 had expected it 
to be, and then too, I would have to tell too much, so I thought 
best to leave it alone. 

"T went to church but very little during slavery time. 
nowever, I dearly loved to go to sunday school, and never missed 
an opportunity of attending. One ae ode Sunday school songs was 
worded something like this: 


'l want to be an angel, 
and with the angels stand.' 
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My favorite song began: 


‘around the Throne in Heaven, 
Ten Thousand children stand.' 


"00% Yes, I know how they buried folks in slavery time. 
for caskets they used straight, white pine boxes that they called 
coffins. They didn't have funerals like they do now. A preacher 
would say a few words at the grave and then he prayed, and after 
that everybody sang something like: 'l will arise and go to Jesus.' 
I was a singer in my younger days. 

"All I remember ‘bout Negroes going off to the North was 
when their masters took them along on exipe to wait on then. 
Bless your life! ‘That was one time when the ones that could read 
and write had the advantage. they were usually chosen to go 
along so if anything happened to the Marster on the trip, they 
could write back home. I never saw patrollers, but I heard that 
they used to beat up Negroes who were caught away from home with- 
out a passe iwarse John kept his slaves supplied with passes at 
all necessary times. 

"Not all the slaves had to work on saturday afternoons. 
This was their time of the week to get together and have a little 
fun around their quarters. sunday mornings they went to church, 
as a rule, and on sunday nights they visited each other and held 
prayer meetings in their nomes. Don't get me wrong. They had to 
have passes to go visiting and attend those prayer meetings. 

"Christmas time was a holiday season for slaves, and 
they had everything good you could want to eat. Listen, Child, 


i am telling you the truth. They even had pumpkin pie. Oh,yes! 
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Santa Ulaus came to see slave children. Unce 1 got too smart for 
my own good. Miss Fannie and Iiiss Ann had told us to go to bed 
early. They said if we weren't asleep when Santa Claus got there, 
he would go away and never come back. Well, that night 1 made up 
my mind to stay awake and see Santa Claus. Wiss Fannie and Miss 
Ann slipped into our quarters rigit easy and quiet and were 
filling up stockings with candy, dolls, and everything you can 
imagine. While they were doing that, they turned around and saw 
me with my eyes wide open. Right there my santa Claus ended. 

we didn't have any special observance of New Year's Day. It was 
the same a3 any Other day. 

"Mother said they had cornshuckings, quiltings, and 
cotton pickings on the plantation. she told me a good deal about 
the cornshuckings: about how they selected a general, whose job 
was to get up on top of the corn pile Bnd holler at the top of his 
voice, leading the cornshucking song, while the others all shucked 
the corn and sang. after the corn was all shucked there were al- 
ways fine eats. 1 can remember the quiltings myself. The women 
went from one house to another and quilted as many as 12 quilts 
in sne night sometimes. after the quilts were all finished they 
had a big spread of good food too. ow it takes a whole month 
to quilt one quilt and nothing to eat. 

"What games did we play? Let me see. Oh! yes, one of 
them was played to the rhyme: 

'Chickimy, chickimy, Craney Crow 
Ll went to the well to wash my toe, 


when 1 got back my chicken was gone 
what time, Old Witch?' 
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Then we would run and chase each other. another game was 
played to the counting-out by the rhyme that started: 

"Mollie, Mollie Bright, three~score and ten.' 

"Honey, there is no use to ask me about Raw Head and 
Bloody Bones. When folks started talking about that, I always 
left the room. It is a shame how folks do frighten children 
trying to make them get quiet and go to sleep. I don't believe 
in ha'tnts and ghostse Since I have been grown, I have been 
around so many dead folks I have learned that the dead can't 
harm you; its the living that make the trouble. 

"When his slaves were taken sick, Marse John always 
called in a doctor. «An old woman, who was known as ‘Aunt Fannie,' 
was set aside to nurse sick slaves. Dr. Joe Cariton was Marse 
John's doctor. What I am going to tell you is no fairy tale. 
Once I was so sick that Marse John called in Dr. Carlton, Dr. 
Richard Me Smith, Dr. Crawford Long, and Dr. James Long, before 
they found out what was wrong with me. I had inflammatory 
rheumatism and I wore out two and a half pairs of crutches before 
I could walk good again. Now, Dr. Crawford Long is a great and 
famous man in history, but it is sure true that he doctored on 
this old Negro many years ago. 

"Honey, don't flatter me. Don't you know a little girl 
10 years old can't remember everything that went on that far back. 
A few things they dosed the slaves with when they were sick was 
horehound tea, garlic mixed with whiskey, and the worm-few 


(vermifuge ?) tea that they gave to Negro children for worms. 
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That worm-few dose was given in april. asafetida was used on us 
at all times and sage tea was considered a splendid medicine. 

"When news came that Negroes had been freed there was a 
happy jubilee time. arse John explained the new freedom to his 
slaves and we were glad and sorry too. My mother stayed with 
ilarse John until he died. I was still a child and had never had 
to do anything more than play dolls, and keep the children in the 
yard. Lord, stoney: 1 had a fine time those days. 

"It wasn't so long after the surrender before schools 
for Negroes were opened. It looked like they went wild trying 
to do just like their white folks had done. as for buying homes, 
I don't know where they would have gotten the money to pay for 
homes and land. 

"At the time i married 1 was a washerwoman for the white 
folks. ly first husband was lsaac “ixon, who came from some place 
in alabama and had been owned by Ur. Lipscomb, the chancelor of 
the university. Dr. Lipscomb married us in the colored Methodist 
vhureh, and that night the church was crowded to overflowing. I 
wore a white dress made with a long train; that was the style then. 
after the ceremony, my mother served cake and wine at her house. 
Our six children were prettier than you, but only three of them 
lived to get grown. Our white friends named our children. Ky 
first husband died and then 1 married Jones Volbert, who belonged 
to marse ¢letcher volbert of madison County. We just went around 
to the preacher's house and got married. Jones was an old man 


when i married him. «se was a preacher. se is dead now and so are 
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all my children except one. 1 have one grandson, and this is 
the shameful part about him; his mother won't married when he 
was born, but of course she married later. 

"Now 1 am going to tell you the truth as I see it. 
abraham Lincoln was an instrument of tod sent to set us free, 
for it was vod's will that we should be freed. i never did 
hitch my mind on Jeff Davis; like the children of Israel, he 
had his time to rule. Booker I. Washington! well, now I didn't 
give hima thought. He had to do his part. nis mistress had 
taught him to read. 

"ihy did I join the church’ ‘ell, when the white folks sent 
tneir help off $6 ississippi trying to keep them slaves, my 
sister and 1 went with liiss Rosa Urawford to Jackson. Jvefore I 
left home my mother gave me an alabaster doll and told me to be 
a good girl and pray every night. weil, I never saw so many 
slave-houses in my life as i saw in Mississippi. avery night 
wien 1 heard a colored man named Sen praying in his room that 
made me think of what my mother had told me and 1 grew more and 
more homesick for her. sinally one night I crept into Uncle Ben's 
room and asked him to tell me about uod, and he did. After that, 
every night I went into his room and we prayed together. Yes, 
Honey, i found vod in Jackson, Mississippi, and 1 joined the 
church just as soon as I could after I got back to my mother and 


dear old Athens, 
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"Yes, Honey, I was raised and loved by my own white folks 
and, when 1 grew to be old enough and large enough, I worked 
for them. 1 have been with, or worked for, white folks all my 
life and, just let me tell you, | had the best white folks in 
the world, but it was by “od's plan that the Negroes were set 


free." 


Mehn Cole 
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The front aoor of a little vine-clad cottage on Billups Street, 
in Atnens,Georgia cuaked open and John Cole, ex-slave confronted 
2 “cov mint. man," 

Yes, ie was the son of Lucius Cole 

and Betsy Cole, was in his 86th 

year, and remembered the tine 

"wey beck" when other covimint 

men with their strenge ways had 

descended on Athens. 

And far beyond that, back to the 

time when they had tried him out 

as a scullion boy in the big town 

house where his mother was the cook, 

but it seeied that tne trays elweys 
escaped nis clumsy youns lends. 

So "liarse Henry" had put nim on the 200 acre Oglethorpe plen- 
vation @8 apprentice to training of tne farm norses whose large un- 
jsnegeableness ne found ore manageable thet the Gainty china of the 
veanxer's house. He simply nad followed more after his fether, the 
carrage ariver tian his motuer, the cook. 

Of course, all fifteen of the hands worked from sun-up to 
san-down, but nis aunt was t1e plantation cook, end it was not so 
J3a taere, 

Tie nignt proucnt: no counsel, put it brought better, Stretch 
CoWenilaes over cigese-DoXes and you iad tambourines. Ssw tones fron 
ia cow, Knock tiem togetuer, and cell i Or use broom-strawys, 


24 Tidale-sivings, and you ned your entire orchestre. 
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Grow older, and get by the gates with a pass (you had to have 
& pass or tne paddle-rollers would get you,) and you had you a 
woman. If the woman wasn't willing, a good, hard-working hand 
could always get the master to make the girl marry him--~-whether 
of no, willy-nilly. 

‘If a hand were noted for raising up strong black bueks, bucks 
that would never "let the monkey get them" while in the high-noon 
noeing, he would be sent out as a species of circuit-rider to the 
other plantations --- to plantations where there was over-plus of 
"worthiess young nigger gals". There he would be "married off! 
again--time and again. This was thrifty and saved any actual 
ourchase of new stock. 

Always ou Saturday afternoon you would have ‘till "first 
derk" €or base-ball, and from first dark “:ill Sunday-go-to meet= 
ing for drinking and dancing. Sunday you could go to the colored 
church (with benefit of white clergy) or you could go to the white 
ecaurch just like real class except you sat in the rear, 

No, it was not a bad life, 

You usually weren't sick, but if you were Sick, it afforded 
you the luxury of tea. Turpentine and caster oil composed the 
entire materia medica. Turpentine wes used for sore throats, 
cuts and bruises. Castor oil was used for everything else except 
& itlajor fracture which called for the master sending in a doctor 
vo the quarters, 

Yes, the gov'mint men with the blue uniforms and the shiny 
~vess buttons had descended from the North on Athens---descended 


in spite of the double-barrelled cannon that the Little master 
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and the little master's men had tried on them. The blue cled in~ 
vaders had come in despite of the quick breast-works, and the new- 
fangled cannon, and Bob Toombs boast that he "could beat the damn 
Yenkees with corn-stalks before ROSES (If only they had 
fougat that way-- if only they nad needed erape-shot bad enough 
vo invent cannon mouths that spoke at the same time and were 
meant to mow down men with a long chain--if only they had not 
been able to fight long after Bull Run, and after breakfast!) 
Yes, the Yankees had come over the classic hills of Atzens 
(Athens that had so many hills that she would. have been named 
Rome except for her first land-grent college, ) had left, and 
had come again to stay, and to bring freedom to John Cole and 
nis kind, 

This was six months after Lee and his palandins had laid 
down the sword-~the gallant, the unstained (but, alas, claimed 
weade's batteries) the unconstitGtional sword. $ix months had 
sone and freedom had come. 

But John Cole, slave of Henry Hull, the banker, found that 
nis freedom was the freedom of "the big oak"--Athens famed tree- 
tuat-owns-itself. He was free, but he had no way to go anywhere. 
=@€ was rooted in tne soil and would stay fast rooted. He worked 
on With his master for 20 years, without pay. 

Did he believe, back in slavery tide. in "signs" and in 
"sayings"--tzat the itching foot meant the journey to new lands-— 
that the hound's midnight threnody meant murder?. 

No, when he was a young buck and had managed the bad horses, 


i€ nad hed no such beliefs. No, he was not superstitious. If the 
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root ifched sometnaing ought to be put on it (or taken off it) --ana 
ag to the hounas yelping, nobody ever knaw what Gerk-time foolish- 
é 


1€8S 6& hound-cog might be up to. 


be 


But he was old, now. ‘Death alwsys comes in the afternoon. 
ae does believe in things that have been proved. He does believe 
wav @ scuinch-owl's scores ching ("V-o-o-0-d-0-0! W-h-o-o-0? Y-ou-u!") 
is a sure sign of ageath. Lowing of s cow in afternoon Georzie meadows 
neans death mignty close. If death come down to « house, better 
stop clock and put white cloth on mirrors. io loud talking per- 


aitted, Seiter for any nig. er to bow low down to death. ... 


To what factors did he attribute his long life, queried 
ie gov'imint aan. 

Long living case from leaving off smoxing and drinking. 

sould se nave a nickle cigar? 

He would, 

Yes, ne was feeling quite tol'able, thank you. But he ce- 
aievec now in the owl and the cow and the clock. 

In the morning-time one lives, but death alweys come in the 
afternoon, Fetter for any nissger, anywhere, to bow low down to 


“Caen, 
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A knock on the door of the comfortable little frame house 
which Julia Cole shares with her daughter, Rosa, brought the re- 
sponse, “Who dat?* Soon Rosa appeanea: "Come in Honey and have 
a cheer," was her greeting and she added that Julia had "stepped 
across de street to visit ‘round a little." Soon the neighborhood 
was echoing and reverberating as the call, “Tell Aunt Julia some- 
vody wants to see her at her house," was regeated from cabin to cabin. 
A few moments later Julia walked in. Yellowish gingercake in color, 
and of rather dumpy figure, she presented a clean, neat appearance. 
She and her daughter, who cooks for a dentist's family, take much 
pride in their attractively furnished home. Julia was of pleasant 
manner and seemed anxious to tell all that she could. It is doubte- 
ful if Rosa made much progress with her ironing in an adjoining roon, 
for every few minutes she came to the door to remind her wother of . 
some incident that she had heard her tell before. 

Julia began her story by saying: "I was born in Monroe, 


Georgia and b'longed to Marster John Grant. My Mamma was Mittie 


Johnson, end she died de year ‘fore de war ended. I don't ‘member 
my Pa. Mamma had four chillun. Richard and Thomas Grant was my 
brothers, out e and my sister Hattie was Johnsons. Marse John had 
a big plantation and a heap of slaves. Dey was rich, sis folks was. 
Dey is de folks dat give Grant's Park to Atlanta. 


"Dey called my grandpa, 'Uncle Abram.! Atter he had wukked 
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hard in de field all day, he would jus' lay down on a bench at 
night and sleep widout pullin' off his clothes. Us had homa-made 
beds in de cabins widout no paint on tem. Evvything slaves had was 
hore-made, jus* wooden-legged things. Even de coffins was made at 
home out of pine wood. Now me, I didn't sleep in de cabin much. 
I slept on a little trundle bed up at ae Sie house. In de caytime 
my bed was pushed back up under one of de big beds. 

"Marse John's son, Marse Willie Grant, blowed de ctugle in 
de mornin's by 498° 0" clock to git de slaves up in time to te in 
de fields by daybreak. When slaves got too old to wuk, dey took 
keer of de chillun in a house down below de kitchen. Mamma wukked 
in de field when she was able. Nobody on our place had tc wuk in 
de fields on Sadday evenin's. Dat was de time de ‘omans washed deir 


clotnes and cleaned up. 


"“Chillun didn't have much to do. Us loved to hunt for 


roy 


turkey nests ‘cause dey give us a teacake for evvy turkey egg us 
fotched in. Chillun et in de yard at de big house, whar dey give 

us sidaty of meat and cornbread wid good vegetables for dinner. For 
oreakfast and supper, us had mostly buttermilk and cornbread. On 
Sundays us had bread made from wheat flour’ and sopped good o..d syrup 
wid i. Sometimes liarse John would give us ‘mission to kili little 
pigs at night and broil ‘em over de coals in our yards, and iiow us 
did enjoy ‘em! I aintt never suffered for nothin! im all my life, 


‘cause de Grants was mighty good white folks. De old White rome on 


-rinece Avenue was deir summer home. When dey built it, woods was all 
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‘round and dere warn't many houses in dat section. 

"Us had plenty of clothes made out of homespun checks, 
und Marse John give us brass-toed shoes. Our dresses was well 
sewed and made wid belts to ‘em. Nobody went ‘bout half naked on 
our plantation lak some of de old folks ftum other farms talks "bout. 
Us had good well-made clothes, even if dey was made out of common 
cloth. 

“Nobody on our plantation run away to de North, and de 
paddyrollers didn't git novody at our place neither. Marse John was 
too good to evvybody for his slaves to want to cut up ane eh weg 
and do things to make de paddyrollers hunt ‘em down. Dey didn't 
have no jails ‘cause dey didn't need none on our place. Sometimes 
worse John made a colored man named Uncle Jim Cooper give ‘em a good 
whuppin' when dey needed it. | 

“When us was sick, dey give us herbs and things of dat 
sort. Inde springtime, dey give us jerusalem oak seed in syrup for 
ning mornin's and by den us was wLiwe rid of de worms. Dey ' tended 
to slave chillun so good ané dutiful dat dere warn't many of ‘em 
died, and I don't never 'member no doctor chia? 4 my Mamma's house. 

“Old Missus used to teach us in de blue back speller, and 
when 1 didn't know my lesson she made me fun f'um de house to de ~ 
gyarden gate for punishment. De more words I missed; de more times 
i had to ee Ge nad our own church services on de plantation under 
home-made brush arbors, and our colored preacher was Unele Charles 
J00pere | 

*Onee some sojers come by our place lookin' for Marse John. 


He had done hid in de loft of de meat house and told evvybody on de 


vlace dey better not tell whar he was. Dey didn't find Marse John, 


but dey did find his son, Marse Willie, and dey tuk him ‘long wid 
‘em. Marse Willie was de only chile dat Marster and Missus had 
and it nearly killed tem for him to be tuk ‘way from ‘em. When Mr. 
Lincoln's general got to our place he was a-ridin' a big red hoss 
dat shot was a grand animal. Dem sojers went in de apdkaneuses and 
stores evvywhar and tuk what dey wanted. | 

"Not long ‘fore de war ended, my Mamma tuk a ‘lapse f*tum 
measles and died. ‘Fore she died, she sont for Marse John and told 
him what she wanted done, and he done just what she axed. She give 
him my Sauriees, Richard and Thomas, and told him to take dem two 
ooys and to make zen out of tem by makin' ‘em wuk hard. I jus* lak 
to have died when my Mamma died. Dey carried her to de graveyard 
and put her down in de grave and I jus' couldn't helj it; I jumped 
right down in dat grave wid her, and dey had to take me out. Illy 
brothers gaid I was plum crazy dat day. 

"Atter de war was over, Marster moved his family to Atlanta 
on Peachtree Street. His grandson dat was noer ane year died not 
long ago. Dey didn't have no farm in Atlanta and so dey didn't need 
2.11 dair old servants. My sister Hattie was a. baby and .untie tuk 
her to Atlanta wid de Grants. 

"T don't know what 'come of de others on marster's farm. 

I had to git in a covered wagon and come wid my Uncle Jordan Johnson 
to Athens. I didn't want to leave, and I hid down under our things 
in de wagon when dey made me come. When us crossed de river, 1 was 
shot us wag ‘oout to git drownded. One time atter dat us tuk a 


trip to Madison to see de old breastplates (preastworks) dar. 
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My brother Tom got to be captain of a colored troop dat 
went to de Philippine Islands. Over dar de sojers kilt a big 
snake and et it all out de head. He had dat thing stuffed and 
brought it home. Atter he left de army, he got a job in de Atlanta 
Post Office whar he wukked 'til he was ‘tired. 

"I was hired out to de Marks family and stayed dar for 
years and dat was a mighty good shee ts be hired out. I was married 
twice. Me and Crit Clayton married at home. I ain't never sead 
nothin’ lak dat pretty flowerdy weddin' dress dat I wore and I had 
de prettiest hat and things dat I aver sead. My next husband was 
andrew Cole - He was Rosa's Pa, I forgits de name of de white 
preacher dat married us when us went to his house and axed him to. 
Four of our seven chillun is still livin'. 

"Dey tells me our old big house near Monroe is standin 
yit, and I sho' do wish I could see it once more 'fore I die, but 
since I broke my hip a few years ago I Site? don't ride in dem auto- 
mobiles. No Ma'am, I don't limp. De Lord was good to heal my hip 


and I ain't takin' no chances on breakin' no more of my bones." 
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MARTHA COLQUITT 
ExeSlave = Age 85 


The aged Negreas leaned heavily on her cane as she 
shuffled about her tiny poreh in the waning sunlight of a cold 
January day. An airplane writing an advertising slogan in 
letters of smoke high in the sky was receiving but indifferent 
attention from Aunt Martha. She shivered and occasionally 
leaned againat a post until a paroxyam of coughing subsided. 
"What would you have thought of that if it had suddenly appeared 
in the sky when you were a child?" she wag asked. “It would have 
seared me plum to death," was the response. "I didn't come out 
here just to see dat," she continued, “I didn't have nothin’ to 
make no fire wid, and I had to git out in de sunshine ‘eause it 
wuz too cold to stay in de house. It sho! is mighty bad to have 
to go to bed wid cold feet and cough all night long." 

Her visitor could not resist the impulse to say, “Let's 
make a trade, Aunt Marthat If I give you a little money will you 
buy woods; then while you enjoy the fire will you think back over 
your life and tell me about your experiences when I coma back 
tomorrow?" “Bless de Lor¢d| I sho* will be glad to tell you de 
truf *bout anything I can 'member," was her quick reply as ahe 


reached for the money. 
* @¢ @ @ @ 


The next day Aunt Martha was in bed, slowly eating a 
bowl of potlicker and turnip greens into whieh cornbread had been 


orumbled. 
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“My chee’ hurt so bad I conldn't git up today,* wae her 
greeting, “but set right dar by my bed and I gan talk all right, 
long as I don't have to walk ‘bout none. Walkin' makes me cough." 

Soon the bewl was empty and when she had wiped her 
mouth with the sleeve of her nightgown, Aunt Martha begans 

“When I wuz born, my ma b' longed to Marse Billie Glenn 
and us lived on his big plantation way down below fexin'ton. Hy 
pa wug Anderson Mitehell. He come from Milledgeville and »b' longed 
to Mr. D, Smith. The Smithies lived close by Marse Billie's place, 
My ma wuz Healon Mitehell. I don't know what her last name wuz 
‘fore she married. She wuz born in Virginny, and her and my grande 
ma wuz sold and brought to Georgia when ma wuz a baby. Grandma 
never did see none of her other chillun or her husband no more, 
and us never did hear nothin’ ‘bout ‘em. 

"Ma had four chillun. Lucy wuz my onlies' sister. Mr. 
Davenport bought her and she growed up at his place, what wuz 
called 'De Glade.’ I¢ wuz a big fine place at Point Peter, Georgia. 
Lucey married a Taylors 

“My brother, Isaac, wuz raieed at Mr. Hamilton's place 
at Point Peter. After he growed up, he worked in Atlanta and 
bought him a home dar. He got in a fight wid a man what had done 
stobbed his mule, and de man hurt Isaac so bad he went crazy and 
died in de ‘asylum at Milledgeville, but dey took him back and 
buried him in Atianta. 

“My other brother wuz Anderson Mitohell, and after freee 
dom geome he got work in Athens at de compress. His boss man moved 
to Augusta and took Anderson wid him to work in de compress dar. 
One day somethin’ blowed up and he wus scalded so bad it paralyzed 
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him. Dey brought him back here, but he soon died. 

"Ma's house wus right on de edge of Marse Billie's 
yard, ‘cause she wuz de cook. Grandma lived in de same house 
wid ma and us chillun, and she worked in de loom house and wove 
cloth all de time. She wove de cheekidy cloth for de slaves 
clofes, and she made flannel cloth too, leaseways, it was part : 
flannel. She made heaps of kinds of aloth, 

"Gur beds had big homeemade posties and frames, and us 
used ropes for springs. Grandma brought her feather bed wid her 
from Virginny, and she used to pieas up a heap of quilta outen 
our ole cle'es and any kind of sorapsa she could gst a holt of. 

I don't know what de others had in dey cabins ‘cause ma didn't 
‘low her chillun to visit ‘round de other folkses none. 

“Ma's chillun all had vittals from de white folkses. 
kitehen. After Marse Billie's fambly done et and left de table, 
de cook wuz s'posed to take what wua isft to feed de house niggers 
and her owm chillun, and ue did have sho* tnuff good vittals., Ali 
de other slave folks had dey rations weighed out to ‘em every week 
and dey cooked in dey own cabins. When de wheat wuz ground at de 
mill it madé@ white flour, and shorts, and seconds. Most of de 
shorte wuz weighed out in rations for de slave folks. Mow and den 
at Christmas and special times dey got a little white flour. Dey 
liked cornbread for reg'lar eatin'. Dey was always lots of hogs 
on Marse Billie's plantation, and his colored folkses had plenty 
of side maat. Slaves never had no time to hunt in de day time, 


but dey sho’ could cateh lots of ‘possums at night, and dey knowed 
how to git catfish at night too. 
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“tOress de road from de Jig ‘Ouee, Marse Billie had a 
big gyarden, and he seed dat his help had plenty of somethin’ 
good to bile. Dey won't no separate gyardens. Dey didn't have 
no time to work no gyardens of dey own. 

"In summertime ue chillun wore just one piece of clo'es. 
It wuz a sack aprome In winter grandma made us yarn underekirts 
and yarn drawers put toned down over our knees. Ma made our homee 
knit stockings. Dey called our brass toed shoes *brogana.' I 
don't speek you ever seed a brass toed shoet 

“Our Big ‘OQuae sho! wuz one grand fine place. Why, it 
must have been as big as de Mill Stone Baptist Churcht it wuz all 
paintes white wid green blinds and had a big old high poreh dat | 
went nigh all ‘round de house. 

"If I ever did hear what Marse Billie's wife wuz named, 
I done plum clear forgot. Us called her 'Mist'ess' long as she 
lived and I don't reoolleot hearin’ her called nothin’ else. 
Mareter and Mist'eas never had no little, chillun whilst I wuz dar. 
Miss Lizzie wuz dey youngest child and she wuz most grown chen I 
wuz born. 

"Marse Billie's overseer lived in a foureroom house up 
de road a piece from the Big ‘Ouse. Nobody thought ‘bout none of 
Maree Billie's overseers as pore white folkses. very overseer he 
ever had wuz decent and 'spectable. Course dey won't in de same 
Glass wid Marse Billie's fambly, but dey was all right. Dey wuz 
four or five homes nigh our piantation, but all of tem b! longed 
to rioh white folkses. If dey wus any pore white folkses ‘round 


dar, us ochillun never heared nothin’ of ‘em. 
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"Z don’t know just how many slaves Marse Billie had, 
but dey sho’ wuz a drove of ‘em. Sometimes he had 'em all git 
together in de back yard at de Big ‘Ouse, and dey just filled up 
de yard. 

"De overseer blowed a horn to wake ‘em up just 'fore 
day, 80 as everybody could cook, eat, and git out to de fields by 
sunrisae Dey quit nigh sundown, in time for ‘em to feed de stock, 
do de milkin', tend to bringin’ in de wocd, and all sorts of other 
little jobs dat had to be done 'fore it got too dark to see. Day 
never wuz no work done at night on our plantation. 

"If any of Marse Billie's help wuz whipped, I never 
knowed nothin’! 'baut it. Dey used to say dat if any of ‘em 
didn't work right de overseer would take ‘em to de workshop. Us 
chillun never did know what happened when dey took Yen to de worke 
shop. It wuz too fur away for us to hear what happened der. De 
workshop wag a big lone shed off to itself, whar dey had de black 
smith place, and wher harness wuz mended, and all sorts of fixin! 
done to de tools and things. 

"Us never heared of no jail. Marse Bilije bossed his 
place and us never knowed "bout no trouble. De workshop wuz de 
nighest thing to a jail or a court dat anybody on our plantation 
knowed anything ‘bout. Us never seed nobody in chaine ‘til long 
atter de War, when us wis livin' in Lexin'ton, and Mr. Jim Smith 
come through dar wid some colored folkses all chained up, but us 
never did know how come dey wuz chained. 

"No slave never runned away from Marse Billie's plantae 
tion. Dey never even wanted to try. Dey wuz always ' fraid dey 


(6) 243 


might not ve able to take as good keer of deyselves ag Marse 
Billie did for ‘em, and dey didn't know what would happen to ‘em 
off de plantations P 

“J heared ‘em talkin' "bout peterollers, but I never 
did see one. Folkses said dey would git you and beat you if 
dey eoteh you off de plantation wae you b' longed *thout ne pases, 
If any of Marse Billie's slaves got cotched by de paterollers, I 
never knowed nothin’ "bout it. 

*‘Z never heared of no trouble twixt de white folksees 
and dey colored folkses., Grandma and ma never ‘lewed us to go to 
no other cabins, and us didn't hear ‘bout no talk what wuz goin! 
on *mongst de others. At night ma alwaya spinned and knit, and 
grandma, she sewed, makin’ clo'es for us chillun. Dey done it 
*gause dey wanted to. Dey wuz workin' for deyselves den. Dey 
won'¢ made to work at night. On Sadday night, ma bathed all her 
chillun. 1 don't know what de other famblies done den. Slaves 
wuz ‘lowed to frolic Sadday night, if dey b'haved deyselves. On 
Sunday nights dey most always had prayer meetings. 

“On Chriatmas mornin® all of ug would come up to de yard 
back of de 3ig ‘Ouse and Marse Billie and de overseer handed out 
presents for all. Dey wuz a little dram and cake too. Us chillun 
got dolls, and dresses, and aprons. Them stuffed reg dolle wuz de 
prettiest thingei On New Year's day ali de mens would come up to 
de Big ‘Ouse early in de morning and would work lively as dey 
could aeeuttin’ wood and doing all sorte of little jobsa ‘til de 
dinner bell rung. Den Marse Billie would come out and tell * oem 
dey wuz startin’ de New Year right aeworkin' lively and fast. Den 
he would say dat dey would be fed good and looked atter good, long 
as dey worked. goods He give °em a good taste of dram and cake ali 
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‘round, an@ let ‘em go back to dey cabins for dinner, and dey could 
have de reat of de day to frolia. 

“Dem gornshuckin's us used to have sho’ waz a sights 
Corn would be piled up high as dis house, and de folkses would 
daneeq * round and holler and whoop. Ma ‘lowed us chillun to watch 
‘em ‘bout a half hours den made us come back inside our cabin, 
‘eause dey always give de corn shuckin' folkses some dram, and 
things would git mighty lively and rough by de time a1] de corr 
wuz shueked. 

"On bright moonshiny nights folkses would invite de 
neighbors to come for cotton pickin's. After the cotton wus picked 
dey would eat tarbecue, and danee and have a big time. 

"I never seed but one weddin' ‘fore freedom come, and dat 
wuz when Marse Billie's daughter, Miss Ligzie Glenn, married Mr, 
Deadwylere Dey had everything at dat weddin'. Yes, Matam, just 
everything. Mies Lissie had on a white silk dress aetrailin' so 
far behind her dat it took two ladies to tote her train. Her veil 
wuz floatin' all ‘bout her, and she wuz just de prettiest thing I 
ever did see in my whole life. A long time atter dat, Mr. Deade 
wyler, he died, and left Miss Liszie wid two schillun, and she 
married Mr. Roane 

"I never seed no slave marriage. Ma went to ‘em some~ 
times, but she never ‘lowed us to go, ‘eauss she said us wuz too 
little. Marse Billie sont atter his own preacher, and de couple 
would cone.un to de Big ‘Ouse and stand in de parlor door to be 
married ‘fore Marster and Mist'ess. Den de colored folkses would 
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go back down to de cabins and have a weddin' supper and frolic and 
dance. at's what ma told me ‘bout fen. 

"Us used to play lots, but us never did have no special 
name for our playin’. ‘Swingin’ the Corner,’ wuz when us all 
jined hands in a lew row, and de leader would begin to run ' round 
in ciroles, and at de other end of de line dey would soon be 
runnin’ so fast dey wus most flyin'. 

"Us all de time heared folkses talkin’ ‘bout voodoo, 
but my grandma wuz powerful 'ligious, and her and ma told us | 
chilliun voodoo wus a mo ‘eount doin’ of de devil, and Christians 
wuz never to pay it no ‘tention. Us wuz to be happy in de Lord, 
and let voodoo and de devil alone. MWone of us liked to hear 
soritch owls holler, ‘cause everybody thought it meant somebody 
in dat house wuz goin’ to die if a seriteh owl lit on your chimney 
and hollered, so us would stir up de fire to wake de smoke drive 
him away. I always runned out and tried te see ‘em, but old ag I 
is, nigh 86, I ain't never seed no seriteh owl. 

“Yes, Ma'um, I sho' does b'lieve in ha'nts, ‘oause J done 
heared one and I seed it too, leasewise I seed its light. 4¢ wuz 
‘bout 30 years ago, and us had just moved in a house whar a white 
faubly had moved out. The ma had died a few days atter a little 
baby wuz born, and de baby had died too. One night I heardd a 
strange sound like somebody movin’ ‘round in de house, and pretty 
soon a dim light come aemovin’ into my room real slow and atter 
goin! ‘round de room it went out of sight in de closet. 

“Next day I went to see de white folkses what had lived 
dar ‘fore us moved in, and de husband tole me not to worry, dat it 


wuz his wife's ha'nt. He said she wus huntin' for some money she 
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had hid in de house, ‘eause she wanted her chillun what wus still 
livin' to have it. I went bagk home and ‘most tore dat house 
down leokin' for dat money. Long as us lived daz, I would see dat 
light now and den at night, and I always hoped it would lead me te 
de money but it never did. 

"When folkses got sick, Marse Billie had ‘em looked atter. 
Mist'ess would come every day to see ‘yout ‘em, and if she thought 
dey wuz bad off, she sont atter fins Davenser Dr, Davenport some 
dar $0 much 't4i he courted and married Marse Billie's daughter, 
Misa Martha Glenn. I wuz named for Miss Martha. Dey sho! did take 
special good keer of de mammies and de babies. Dey had a separate 
house for ‘em, and a granny ‘oman who didn't have nothin' else te 
do out look atter colored babies and mammies. De granny ‘aman teok 
de place of a doctor when de babies wuz born, but if she found a 
mammy in a bad fix abe would ax Mist'ess to send for Dr. Davenport. 

"Us didn't have no separate chureh for colored folkses. 
De white folkses had a vig Baptist ehureh dey called Mill Stone 
Chureh down at Goosepond, a good ways down de road from Marse 
Billie's plantation. It sho’ wus a pretty sight to see, dat ohuroh, 
all painted white and set in a big oak grove. Colored folkses had 
dey place in de gallery. Dsy won't ‘lowed to jine de ahurch on 
Sunday, but dey had reg’lar Sadday afternoons for de slaves to come 
and 'fesa dey faith, and jine de church. Us didn’t know dey wus no 
other church but de Baptist. All de baptisin' wuz done on Sunday 
by de white preacher. First he would baptize de white folkses in 
de pool baok of de church and den he would baptize de slaves in de 


same poole 


"My grandma wuz a powerful Christian ‘oman, and she did 
love to sing and shout. Jat's how come Marse Billie had her 
locked up in de loom room when de Yankee mens come to our plantae 
tion. Grandma would git to shoutin' so loud she would make so 
much fuss nobody in de church could near de preacher and she wuld 
wander off from de gallery and go downstairs and try to go down de 
white folksas aisles to git to de altar whar de ,»reacher wuz, and 
dey wuz always lookin her up for 'sturbin'’ worship, but dey never 
could break her from dat shoutin' and wanderin' 'round de meetin' 
house, atter she got olde 

"Dem Yankee sojers rode up in de »ig ‘Ouse yard and ‘gun 
to ax ne questions ‘bout whar Marse Billy wuz, and whar everything 
on de place wuz kept, tut I wuz too skeered to vay nuthin’. ivery- 
thing wuz quiet and still as could be, ‘cept for Grandma aesingin!' 
and aeshoutin’ up in de loom house all by herself. One of dem 
Yankees tried tha door and he axed r@¢ how come it wuz locked. I 
told him it wuz ‘cause grandma had 'sturbed de Japtist mestin! wid 
ner shoutin'. Dem mens grabbed de axe from de woodpile and busted 
de door down. ey went in and got grandma. ey axed her ‘bout 
how come she wuz locked up, and she told ‘em de same thing I had 
told ‘em. Dey axed her if she wuz hongry, and she said she wuz. 
Yen dey took dat axe and busted down de amokehouse door and told 
her she wuz free now and to help herself to anything she wantad, 
'oause everything on de plantation wuz to b'long to de slaves dat 
nad worked dar. Dey took grandma to de kitchen and told ma to give 
her some of de white folkses dinner. Ma said 'But de white fokkses 
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ain't et yet.' 'Go right on,' de Yankees said, 'and give it to 
her, de best in de pot, and if dey's anything left when she gets 
through, maybe us will let de white folkses have some of it.! 

"Dem brash mens strutted on through de kitchen into de 
house and dey didn't see nobody else down stairs. Upstairs dey 
didn't even have de manners to knock at Mist'ess’ door. Dey just 
walked right on in whar my sister, Luoy, wuz combin' Mist'ess’ 
long pretty hair. They told Luey she wuz free now and not to do no 
more work for Mist'ess. Den all of ‘em grabbed dey big old rough 
hands into Mist'ess' hair, and dey made her walk down stairs and 
out in de yard, and all de time dey wuz aepullin' and jerkin' at 
her long hair, tryin' to make her point out to ‘em whar Marse 
Billie had done had his horses and cattle hid out. Us chilluns 
wuz aecryin' and takin' on ‘cause us lovad Mist'essa and us didn't 
want nobody to bother her. Day made out like dey wuz goin' to 
kill her if she didn't tell ‘em what dey wanted to know, but atter 
a while dey let her alone. 

“Atter dey had told all de slaves dey could find on de 
place not to do no more work, and to go help deyselves to anything 
dey wanted in de smokehouse, and ‘bout de Big ‘Ouse and plantation, | 
dey rode on off, and us never seed no more of ‘em. aAtter de Yankees 
wuz done gone off Grandma ‘cun te fuss: ‘Now, dem sojers wuz tellin' 
us what ain't so, ‘cause ain't nobody got no right to take what 
pelongs to M reter and Mist'ess.' And Ma jined in: ‘Sho! it ain't 
no truf in what dem Yankees wuz aesayin', and us went right on 
living' just like us always done 'til Marse Billie called us to- 
gether and told us de war wuz over and us wuz free to go whar us 


wanted to go, and us could charge wages for our work. 
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“When freedom comed my pa wanted us to move off right 
away over to Mr, Smithies' places so our fambly could be together, 
but us stayed on wid Marse Billie de rest of dat year. Den pa 
and ma moved to Lexin'ton, whar pa digged wells and ditches and 
made right good paye Ma took all four of us chillun and run a good 
fara. Ug got along fine. 

"'Pore de Yar, all work stopped on de plantation for de 
funeral of a slave. Grandma didn’t think chillun ought to see 
funerals, so de first one I ever seed, wuz when ma died two years 
atter de War wuz done over. A jaakleg colored preacher talked, but 
he Qidn’t have sense ‘nuff to preach a sho! ‘nuff sermon. 

"Us heared a heap ‘bout dem Ku Kluxers, but none of ‘ay 
folks never even. sead any of ‘am. Dey wuz s*posed to have done 
lote of beatin’ of colored folks, but nobody knowed who dem Ku 
Kluxers wuze | 

"A long time atter de War I got married to Traverse 
Colquitt. De weddin' took place at my sister's house, and us shot 
did have a big weddin' and a fine dinner afterwards. Den next dey 
my husband earried me to whar he wuz born, and his ma give us 
another big fine dinner. She had a table longer dan this roon, 
and it wuz just loaded with all sorts of good things. De white 
folkses dat my husband had used to work for had sont some of de 
good wittals. | | 

"Yost of my life atter de War wuz spent in Lexin' ton. 
Does you imow anythin! ‘bout Mr. John Bacon dat used to run de 
only hotel dar den? Well, I worked for him for many a yeare His 
daughter, Miss Mamie Bacon, lives here in ..thena and she is old 


and feeble like me. she lives ‘bout four blocks from here, and 


whenever I'ge able to walk dat far, I goes to see her to talk ‘bout 


old times, and to git her to ‘vise me how to git along. I sho'ly 
does love Miss Mamie. 

"My husband died ‘bout a year ago. Us had eight boys 
and two girls, but dey ain't but four of our chillun livin' now. 
Least, I thinks dey is all four alive. Two of my sons lives some- 
whar in Alabama, and one son stays in New York. My only livin' 
daughter lives wid me here, pore thing! Since she seed one of 
her chillun killed last yaar, she ain't had no mind a t'all. I'se 
tryin' to look atter her and de other child. Her husband done been 
dead a long time. My neighbors helps me, by bringin’ me a little 
to eat, when dey knows I ain't got nathia’ in de house to cook. 

De storekeeper lets me have a little credit, but I owe her so much 
now dat I'se ‘shamed to ax her to let me have anythin' else. De 
white folkseas on Prince venue is right good to let me have dey 
clo'es to wash, and de young gals in the neighborhood helps me to 
do de washin'. I shot is hopin' de old age pension will soon git 
started comin' to mee Some dat I know, has teen gittin' dey old 
age pensions two or three months. I done signed up for mine twict, 
go maybe it will 'gin to come 'fore I is done plum wore out. 

When her visitor was ready to leave, Martha hobbled to 
the door and bade her an affectionate farewell. "Goodbye, Ladyt 
I prays for you every night. May de good Lord bless you." 
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Minnie Davis 
Ex-Slave, Age 78 
257 Billups Street 
Athens, Georgia 


The bareness of Minnie Davis' yard was relieved 
by a single rosebush, and her small house might best be 
described as a "tumble-down shack." An unsteady wooden 
box served as a step to the fragment of porch before the 
front door. 

"Good mornin’, Mam," was the greeting of a Negro 
man who hastened to answer the visitor's knock at the door. 
"Yes Mam, Miss Minnie's at home." He turned, tapped on the 
door of one of the four rooms adjoining the hall, and called: 
"Miss Minnie, a white lady wants to see you." Minnie 
hobbled to the door and invited the visitor to her bed- 
room, where a suite of handsome walnut furniture reflect- 
ed the period when marble tops were standard parts of 
dressers and washstands. A low chair, an old table, 
and a rusty heater completed the furnishings of the room. 

Age and ill health have not dealt kindly with 
Minnie, and her short-cut, Kinky hair is almost white, 
but her eyes and face retain a remarkably youthful appear- 
ance. She is a anaii thin woman of gingercake color and, 
despite the sweltering heat, she wore a pink flannel nightgown, 
faded and dingy, and a pair of high top black shoes, so 
badly run over that she hobbled along on the sides of them. 


Horasby 
Page - 2 
Minnie is well educated, and she taught school for so long 
that her speech is remarkably free of dialect. 
When the nature of the visit was explained, 
Minnie said: "A white woman has been here several times 
before, but I was sick and didn't understand clearly what 
she wanted me to tell her." She then explained that she 
did not care to talk for publication at all. She said she 
was hungry and had nothing at all in the house to eat. Her 
nephew, Ed, any Sz nes tmen lived with her, she explained, 
and he would go for food if there was any moneye She might 
feel like talking a little if she had a little something 
to eat. The interviewer provided the cash and Ed soon re- 
turned with a pint of milk and some cinnamon rolls. After | 
her repast, Minnie began to talk, giving the impression that 
every word was carefully weighed before it was uttered. 
"I was born in Greene County near Penfield, Georgia," 
she said. Aggie Crawford was my mother and she was married 
to Jim Young. My only sister was Mariah, and my three brothers 
were Ned, John,and Jim. Ned was a mulatto. I know who his 
father was, but of course you won't ask me that. I wouldn't 
want to expose my own mother or the man who was Ned's father. 
I was quite a small child during the war period, and I can 
tell you very little of that time, except the things ny mother 
told me when I grew old enough to remember. My mother be- 


longed to the Crawford family in Greene County, but when I 
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knew anything we were living in Athens and were the slaves 
of Marster John Crawford. | 

"As children we played around the yard; those of 
us who were old enough had odd jobs to do. The unceil- 
ed house that my father and mother shared with three other 
families was weatherboarded and had a chimney made of 
sticks and dirt. There was a bed in each corner of the 
room and from one to three children slept in the bed with 
| their parents: the rest of the children slept on the 
floor. The tall old home-made wooden beds had very much 
the appearance of beds used now, except that cords were 
used instead of the metal springs that came into use later. 
Our osnaburg mattress ticks were fillea with straw. I'm 


quite sure there were no pillows. There was also a two- 


story house on the lot for slaves." She was asked what ¢ 


she called her father and mother during slavery time, and 
her reply was: ‘I have always said father and mother 
because I liked it better, and the Bible teaches us to 
say that. 

"Grandmother Dilsey and grandfather Levi Crawford 
lived in Lexington. I saw-my grandmother one time, but 
I don't know what she did at the white folks’ house. 
Grandfather was a carpenter. 


"T never got any money in slavery time. If the 
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slaves ever got any, it was when the Yankees came through here. 
At that time the white people gave their money to the slaves 
for safekeeping, and after the Yankees went on it was re- 
turned to the white owners. 

"My mother was the cook and looked after the house. 
Oh, yes indeed, we had good food to eat. Bread, milk, meat, 
collard greens, turnips, and potatoes. I would say we had just 
everything that was grown in the garden and on the plantations . 
to eat at that time. The cooking was done in the kitchen in 
the yard. The fireplace was as wide as the end of tais room, 
and a long iron bar extended from one end to the other. The 
great cooking pots were suspended over the coals from this 
bar by means of pot hooks. Heavy iron skillets with thick 
lids were much used for baking, and they had ovens of various 
sizes. I have seen my mother bake beautiful biscuits and cakes 
in those old skillets, and they were ideal for roasting meats. 
Mother's batter cakes would just melt in your mouth and she 
could bake and fry the most delicious fish. There was no 
certain thing that I liked to eat more than anything else in 
those days. I was young and had a keen appetite for all good 
things. Miss Fannie and Miss Susan often made candy and it 
was so good I could have eaten all they made, had they given 
it to me. My father hired his time out; he made and sold 
gingercakes on the railroad. 

"In the summertime we wore homespun dresses made 


with a full skirt gathered onto a tight-fitting waist. In the 
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wintertime the dresses were made of checked woolen material 
called linsey cloth. For underwear, we wore balmoral 
petticoate and osnaburg drawers. We went barefooted most 
of the time. I remember one particular time when the ground 


ss 


was frozen and I went about without any shoes, but it didn't 


bother me. Barefooted children seldom had bad colds in winters 
We wore just anything on Sunday, but we had to look nice 
and cleane 

"Marster John Crawford, son of the distinguished 
William H. Crawford, was my owner. Indeed, he was good to | 
us. Itil tell you after awhile about the time he wouldn't 
let the town marshal whip my mother. They told me his wife 
was a fine woman and that she was as good to her slaves as 
she could bee She died very young in life and Marse John's 
sisters, Miss Fannie and Miss Susan, kept house for him 
after that. Marse John's three children were Miss Fannie, 
Miss Rosa, and Marse Allie. Miss Rosa married Marse Tom 
Golden, and Miss Fannie married a Gerdine; I've forgotten 


his first name. 


"Marse John may have had an overseer on one of his 
plantations, but I don't remember. I do know he didn't 
have a carriage driver for he didn't have a carriage. 
I don't believe I can describe the seamen shape of 
his fine eight-room house. It was on Dougherty ShEESh 


right back of Scudder's School. The Crawfords were con- 
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sidered very uppity people /their slaves were uppish too. 
Marse John didn't have many slaves and they had to get up 
and get going early every morning. Marse John was post- 
master of Athens and had to be in his office by eight 
o'clock every morning so he ordered that his breakfast 
be served regularly at seven-thirty. 

"No Mam, our white folks didn't teach their slaves 
to read and write because it was against the law. How- 
ever, they did read the Bible to us, and the slaves that 
were smart enough. were asked to repeat ce verses they 
had learned from hearing Miss Fannie, Miss Sue, and 
Marse John read. The Crawford children were caught 
teaching my mother to read and write, but they were 
made to stop. Mother was quick to learn and she never 
gave up. She would steal the newspapers and read up 
about the war, and she kept the other slaves posted as _ 
to how the war was progressing. She knew when the war 
was over. almost as soon as Marse John did. . 

"I don't recall any certain reason why the slaves 
were punished; they needed it, I'm sure of that. Some 
folks need to be punished now. Miss Sue, as we called her, 
whipped the slaves for misbehavior. I remamber one time 
there was quite a commotion. The town marshal. came to 
our house to whip my mother. It had been told that she had 


been writing letters, asking people to buy whiskey from her, 


but Marse John wouldn't let the marshal. touch her. There 
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was @ jail, but I don't recall that any of Marse John's 
slaves were ever put in there. I was told that his slaves were, 
as a rule, well behaved and that they gave him no trouble. 
"Yes Mam, we went to church, that is, those of us 
See 
who eared to go.did. There wasn't any separate church 
for soisraa people in Athens, that I can remember. We 
went to church and Sunday School at the First Presbyterian 
Church, where the slaves were allowed to sit in the 
gallery. I recall that Dr. Hdoyt used to pray that 
the Lord would drive the Yankees back. He said that 
'Niggers were born to be slaves.’ My mother said that 
all the time he was praying out loud like that, she 
was praying to herself: 'Oh, Lord, please send the 
Yankees on and let them set us freee' I wasn't enough 
of a singer to have a favorite song, and I was too 
happy playing with the Crawford children to be interested 
in going to baptizings and funerals. 
"I did go to my father's funeral. When he was 
taken sick Dr. Holt attended his case, and it was not 
long before he told Marse John that Father would never 
get well. When he died Mother hollered and screamed 
something terrible. Miss Sue told her not to cry be- 
cause, ‘the Lord knows best.' .'Yes, Miss Sue,’ answer- 
ed Mother, ‘but you have never loved a man to lose.' 


With that, they both cried. When anyone died in those 
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days, the people sat up all night and didn't go to bed 
until the funeral was over. Now, no real sympathy is 
shown. 
"I don't believe any of Marse John's slaves ever 
went to the war. He was good to them and everyone of 
them loved him. I heard of patterollers chasing slaves 
and whipping them if they were caught away from home with- 
out a pass, and sometimes they locked them up. dHowever, 
nothing of the kind ever ee eT any of Marse John's 
Slaves. He was a highly respected citizen and everyone 


in Athens knew better than to touch his Negroes. 


"After the work for the day was finished at the - 


big house, the slaves went to their quarters to weave 
cloth and sew, but when ten SteLock came and the bell 
sounded, everything had £67 cuties Slaves. on our 
place worked Saturday afternoons the same as any other 
day. On Saturday nights Se Foams folks and a few 
of the older folks danced. Some of them got passes 
from Marse John so they could visit around. They pop~ 
ped corn, pulled candy, or just sat around and talked. 
Those of us who desired went to Sunday School and 
church on Sundays; others stayed at home and did their 
washing and ironing, and there was always plenty of 
that to be done. . 

"Christmas was a grand time at Marse John's. We 
had everything good to eat under the sun at that time 


and, as my mother was the cook, I was sure of getting my 
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share of the good things. Miss Fannie and Miss Sue 
played Santa Claus to slave children. I was sorry when 
Mary got too smart and peeped to see what it was all 
about, for after that they just came to our house and 
handed us the Hediwas GHAR would have agite as Santa 
Claus. 

"New Year's Day was no different from other days, 
except that Marse John gave the grown folks whiskey to 
drink that day like he did on Christmas morning. They 
couldn't risk giving slaves much whiskey because it 
made them mean, and then they would fight the white folks. 
They had to be mighty careful about things like that in 
order to keep down uprisings. 

"My mother went to cornshuckings, cotton pickings, 
and quiltings. They must have had wonderful tiiies, to 
hear her tell it. She said that after the corn was 
shucked, cotton picked, or quilts quilted, they always 
gave them plenty of good things to eat and drink and let 
them aloose to enjoy themselves for the balance of the 
night. Those things took place at harvest time, and 
everyone looked forward to having a good time at that 
season. Mother adie that Marse John was particular with 
his slaves, and wouldn't let them go just anywhere to 
these things. 


"About toe only game I can remember playing as a 
child was a doll game. The Crawford children would use 
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me for the doll, and then when my turn came to play mamma 
and claim one of them for my doll, Miss Fanny or Miss gue 
would appear and then I would have to be a doll for then. 
I didn't mind, for I dearly loved them all. 
"Now about Raw fees and Bloody Bones; I am going to 
7 


tell you, Miss, my Marster's people were cultured and ; 
refined, and they wouldn't allow such things told to 
their own children or to their slaves' children. They 
didn't want anything said or done to frighten any little 
children, and if a nurse or anyone else was caught doing 
such a thing, that person was punished for it. With the 
heritage of training like that I could hardly be expected 
to believe in such things, 
"Marse John was grand to sick slaves. He always 
sent for Dr. Moore, who would make his examination and 
write out his prescription. When he left his parting word 
was usually 'Give him a sound thrashing and he will get 
better.' Of course he didn't mean that; it was his little 
joke. Dr. Holt, Dr. Crawford Long, and Dr. Jones Long were 
sometimes called in for consultation on particularly serious 
casese We didn't like Dr. Mopre and usually begged for one 
of the other doctorse I don't think my white folks used teas made 
of herbs, leaves or roots; they may have, but I don't re- 
member it. However, I do know that we wore little sacks 
of asafetida around our necks to keep off diseases, and the 


white folks wore it too. 
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"On the day we learned of the surrender, the | 
Negroes rallied around the liberty flag pole that they 
set up near where the city hall is now. All day long they 
cut up and there was a song they sung that day that 
went something like this: 


'We rally around the flag pole of liberty, 
The Union forever,Hurrah! Boys Hurrah!' 


"Next morning when the Negroes got up the white 
folks had cut that pole down. We were mortally afraid 
of the Yankees when they appeared here a snort tine 
after the surrender. We were afraid of ‘the Ku Klux Klan 
riders too. The Negroes did act so bad; there were lots of 
killings going on for a long time after the war was 
supposed to be over. 

"Mother was glad and sorry too that she was free. 
Marse John had been so good to all his slaves that none 
of them really wanted to leave him. We stayed on a 
while, then mother left and rented a room. She worked 
hard and bought a house as soon as she could; others 
did the same. There were very few slaves that had any 


money at all to begin on. 


"Immediately following the surrender northern people 


opened Knox Institute. One of my feachers was Miss Dora 
Brooks, a white woman from the North. The principal was 


a white man, he was Mr. Sortur. After I graduated from Knox 


Institute, I went to the Atlanta University four years, 


RO? 
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then came back to Athens and taught school here forty years. 
I taught whatever grade they assigned me to each year, never 
any certain grade from year to year.e First and last, I've taught 
from first grade through high school. I would be teaching now 
if it were not for my bad health. I receive a teacher's pension, 
but have never applied for an old age pension, 

"My hushand was Samuel B. Davis, publisher of the 
Athens Clipper. I published this newspaper myself for a short 
while after his death, then sold ite We didn't have a big 
wedding, just a very simple one at my mother's house. I was 
married in a nice white dress, but it was nothing fancy. Our 
two children were born dead. Once I had a nice home, beautifully 
furnished. All I have left of it is this old house and my good 
bedroom suite. The rest of my possessions have gotten away 
from me during my continued illness. 

"I often think of Abraham Lincoln; he did a good 
deed for my race. Jeff Davis was a good man and, no doubt, 
he thought he was deine the right thing. Booker T. Washington 
was a man of brilliant mina, but ie was radically wrong in many 
of nis views pertaining to education of the black race. He 
lectured here once, but I didn't bother to hear him speak. 

"Yes Mam, indeed I had rather be free. Oh! religion 
is glorious. If God has set you free from the bonds and 
eset ef sin, I think you ought to live up to your Lord's 
commands. I dearly love to go to chureh and hear the preacher 


tell of God. It gives me strength to live until he is ready 
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for me to gZO~ 

"Now, Miss, I hope I have told you what you wanted 
to know, but I must admit the things that took place way 
back there are rather vague in my mind. I'm an old woman 
and my mind is not as clear as it once wase Next week, if 
I am strong enough to make the trip, I am going to spend 
the day with Mary Colbert, and #6 over the old times you and 


I have discussed. She remembers them better than I do, because 


she is older." 
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. X-SLAVE 
SS _ Mose Davis. 


- 

In one of Atlanta's many alleys lives Mose Davis, an ex-slave 
who siete born on a very large plantation 12 miles from Perry, Georgia. His 
master was Cojonel Davis, a very rich old man, who ovmed a large number of 
slaves in addition to his vast property holdings. Mose Davis says that 
all the buildings on this plantation were whitewashed, the lime having been 
secured from a corner of the plantation known as "the lime sinkt, Colonel 
feris had a large family and so he had to have a large house to accommodate 
these members. The mansion, as it was called, was a great big three-storied 
affair surrounded by e thick growth of cedar trees, 

Mose's parents, Jennie and January Davis, had always been the pro- 
perty of the Bavis family, naturally he and his two brothers and two wlstens 
never knew any other master than "The Old Colonel". |Mr. Devis says that 

en thing he remembers of his parents is being whipped by his mother 
who had tied him to the bed to prevent his running away. His first re- 
egllection of his father is seeing him take a drink of whiskey from a five 
gpllon jug.» When asked if this was'nt against the plantation rules "Uncle 
Mose" replied: "The Colonel was one of the biggest devils you ever seen--hets 
the one thet started my daddy to drinking, Sometimes he used to cane to our 
“house to git a drink hisself", 

Mosets Father was the fami ly coachman. "All that he had to do was to 
Grive the master and his femily end to take care of the two big grey horses 
that he drove. "Compared to my mother and the other slaves he had an easy 
time," said Uncle Mose, shaking his head and smiling: ‘My daddy was so crazy 
about the white folks and the horses he drove until I believe he thought more 
of them than he did of me. One day while I was in the stable with him one of 


the horses tried to kick me and when I started to hit him Daddy cussed me and 
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threatned to beat me", 


\ 


His mother, brothers, and sisters, were all field hands, but 
there was never any work required of Mose , who was play-mate and companion 
to Manning, the youngest of Colonel Davis! five sons. These two spent 
most of the time fishing and hunting. Manning had a pony and buggy and 
whenever he went to town he always took Mose along. 

Field hands were roused, every morning by the everseer who rang 
the large bell near the slave quarters, Women young children were permitted 
to remain at home until 9 o'clock to prepare breakfast, At 9 o'clock these 
women had to start to the fields where they worked along with the others 
until sundown. The one break in the day's work was the noon dinner hour. 
Field hands planted and tended cotton, corn, and the other produce grown on 
the plantation until harvest time when everybody picked cotton. Slaves 
usually worked herder during the picking season than at any other time, After 
harvest, the only remaining work was cleaning out fence corners, splitting 
rails building fences and numerous other minor tasks. In hot weather, the only 
work was shelling corn. There was no Sunday work other than caring for the 
stock. 

On this plantation there were quite a few skilled slaves mostly 
blacksmiths, carpenters, masons, plasterers, and a cobbler. One of Mose'ts 
brothers was a carpenter, 

All slaves too old for field werk remained at home where some took 
care of the young children, while others worked in the loom houses helping make 
the cloth and the clothing used on the plantation. Since no work was re- 
quired at night, this time was utilized by doing personal work such as the 


washing and the repairing of clothing, etc, 
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On the Fourth of July or at Christmas Colonel Davis always had 
& festival for all his slaves. Barbecue was served and there was much 
singing and dancing. These frolics were made merrier by the presence 
of guests from other plantations. Music was furnished b; some of the 
slaves who also furnished music at the mansion whenever the Color some 
of the members of his family had a party. There was also a celebration 
after the crops had been gathered. 

Although there was only one distribution of clothing per year 
novody suffered from the lack of clothes because this one lot had enough to 
last a year if properly cared for. The children were one piece garments, 
a cross between a dress and a slightly lengthened shirt, made of homespun 
or crocus material. No shoes were given them until winter and then they 
sot the cast-offs of the grovm ups. The men all were pants made of 
material known as "susenberg". The shirts and under wear were made of 
another cotton material, Dresses for the women were of striped homespun. 
all shoes were made on the premises of the heaviest leather, clumsely 
fashioned and Uncle Mose says that slaves like his father who worked in the 
mansion, were given much better clothing. His father received of "The 
Colonel" and his grown sons many discarded clothes. One of the greatest 
thrills of Nose's boyhood was receiving first pair of "ausenberg" pants. As 
his mother had already taught him to knit (by using four needles at one time) 
all that he had to do sige to go to his hiding place and get the socks that he 
had mace, 

None of the clothing worn by the sleves on this particuler plan- 
tation was bought. Everything was made by the piven even to the dye that 
was usede 

Asked if there was sufficient food for all slaves, Uncle Mose said 


"I never heard any complaints. at the end of each week every family was 
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given some fat meat, black molasses, meal and flour in quantity varying 
with the size of the family. At certain intervals during the week, they 
were given vegetables. Here too, as in everything alse, Mosets father 

was more fortunate than the steers; since he took all his meals at the 
mansion where he be the same food served to the master and his family. The 
only difference between Week-day and Sunday diet was that biscuits were 
Served on Sundays. The children were given only one biscuit each, In 
addition to the other bread wag considered a delicacy. All food stuff was 
grown on the plantation. 

The slave quarters were located a short distancebelow the mansion, 
The cabins one~roomed weatherboard structures were arrenged so as to form a 
“Patecteeié. There was a wide tree-lined road leading from the master's 
home to these cabins, | 

Furnishings of each cabin consisted of one or two benches, a bed, 
and a few cooking utensils, These were very crude, especially the beds. Some 
of them had four posts while the ends of others were nailed to the walls. All 
lumber used in their construction was very heavy and rough. Bed Saeliee. 
were unheard of -- wooden slats being used for this purpose. The mattresses 
were Tone ausenberg bags stuffed to capacity with hay, straw, or leaves. 
Uncle Mose told about one of the Sieee santas Ike, whose entire family slept 
on bars pine stéaw, His children were emong the fattest on the plantation 
and when Colonel Davis tried to make him put this straw in a bag he refused 
claiming that the pine needles kept his children healthy. 

The floors and chimneys on the Davis Plantation were oe of wood 
and brick instead of dirt and mud as was the case on many of the other sur~ 
rounding plantations. One window (with shutters instead of window panes) 
served the purpose of ventilation and light. sie night pine knots or candles 
gave light. The little cooking that the slaves did at home was all done 


at the open fireplace, 
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Near the living quarters was a house known as the “chillun house," 
All children too young for field work stayed at this house in the care of 
the older slave women. ‘There was - hospital building on the premises, 
The sick had to remain in their individual cabins where they too were cared 
for by Slaves too old for field work, 

Only one family lived in a cabin Mose's mother and father — 
had a separate cabin. He did not explain the reason for this but Pi avenee 
he was made to live in his father's cabin. ‘Whenever he could, (usually when 
his father was away with the Colonel for a day or two) he Stayed in his 
mothers cabin. The only difference between the houses we lived in during 
slavery and those that some of us live in now who said is that we had more 
roam thare than we have now." He says that even the commmity cook house was 
larger than some of the site quarters of today. All cabins were white 
washed cia) aan as the other buildings on the plantation, and the occupants 
were required to keep the interiors and the surrounding clean at all times, 

The overseer's cabin was located a short distance away fran the slave cabins, 
so that it would be easier for him to keep check on his charges. 

There was little if any sickness but Colonel Devis employed a doctor 
who visited the plantation each week. On other occasions the overseer ad~ 
ministered such remedies as castor oil, turventine, etc., and the slaves had 
remedies of their own, For stomach ache they used a tea made of Jimson weeds. 
another medicine was heart leaf tea, Manual and religious training were the 
only types alloweé on the plantation. Trades like carpentry, placket this 
etc. were learned from the white mechanics sometimes employed by Colonel Davis. 
all slaves were required to attend church and a special building was known as 
"Davis't Chapel." A Negro preacher officiated and no white people were present. 
Unele Mose does'nt know what was preached as he and Manning always slipped into 
town on Sundays to see the girls. Unele Mose says he and Manning were together 


so much that occasionally they even slept in the same bed, -= sometimes in 
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‘Manning's house and sometimes at his own house. 


1 
w 


& pool for baptism was filled with well water. The colored pastor 
performed all baptisms and marriages, 

ae Book Teanuins was prohibited in any form. Sometimes Mose tried to 
‘persuade Manning to teach him to read and write but Manning always refused. 
Mose*s cousin who was taught to read and write forged Colonel Devist name to 

a check and drew the money from the bank before the hand writing was discovered. 
For this act he was given a sound whipping and assigned to hard labor by the 
master. “and", sébd Uncle usee", he did'nt even have the pleasure of spending 
one penny", ‘When asked if his cousin was arrested and pleced in jail he re- 
“lied that the jeils were not for the slaves, as their punishment was usuelly 
left to their individual masters, When his cousin was whipped this was an 
exception to "The Colone's rule; he was entirely against any form of whipping. 
Eis usual method of punishment was to cut off individual privileges for a 
limited amount of time, in preportion to the nature of the offense) along ‘with 
an assignment of extra heavy work. 

The feme of the *Paddle-Rollers" was widespread among ‘the slaves, but 
none of Colonel Tavis' servants attempted to run away or leave the plantation 
often without the required pass (if they did they were never caught). 

There was very little talk on the plantation about the actual beginning 
of the Civil War. Slaves was very gusrded in their tulk as they feared the : 
mester's wrath. Uncle Mose thought little or nothing about the War and had even 
less tO Saye 

When the Yankee soldiers came to the plantation they drove wagons to’ 
the smoke house and took all the meat away. “The funny part about it was that 
"The Colonel" ha@ taken shelter in this particular house when he saw the Yankees 
coming," seid Uncle Mose. "He didn't have time to hide any of his other 


belongings." hen the soldiers had left, "The Colonel lboked around and said 
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+o Manning and Mose: "Just like I get that, I guess I can get some more." 


ont 


% 
Uncle Mose says that when freedom was declar°d, his father ceme 
rushing to their cabin waving his arms like a wind mill, shouting: “Boy we 


4s free -— you can go and git yourself a job tcause I ain't goin' to hitch 


Some of the slaves remained on the plantation where 


up no more horses", 
Eis father wes one of them and 


they worked for wages until their deaths. 
after his death, his mother moved to another plantation to live with another 


son. Meanwhile Mose started traveling from place to place as soon as he 
was told that he was free to go as he pleased. He paid one visit to the 
He then ad&ked Manning, 
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plantation where he learnédé of his father's death. 
j : 

' who was operating the plantation, for the ex that had belonged to his 
father and when Manning refused to part with this animal, he made a secret 


visit back, that night, and took the animal away. He has not been back 


‘ . since. 
: *Well I guess 


i 
At this time Mr. Davis stretched himself, saying 


Naeem 
that's about as straight as I can get it -- Wish that I could tell you 


gome more but I can't", Smiling broadly, he bade the interviewer a pleasant 
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Ike Derricotte's brown-painted, frame bungalow, 
well back from the street, faces a wide grassy yard where tall 
pecan trees provide summer shade and winter nuts. 

A&A mulatto woman adematnd Jeha knock at the front 
door. Her long, straight, white hair was neatly arranged in 
a@ low-pinned coil at the back of her head. Her print frock and 
white shoes were immaculate. "Yes Mam, Ike is at home," was 
the answer to the inquiry for her husband. "Just have a seat 
on de porch here ‘cause it's so much cooler dan inside de house, 
and I'll call Ike. He's jus' piddlin' ‘round de back yard dis 
mornin’. 

Almost at once a tall, well-built man of ginger- 
cake color appeared. He wore an old black cap, blue work shirt, 
blue wool trousers, and black shoes. “Howdy-do, Miss! Did you 
want to see me?" was his greeting. His eyes sparkled when he 
learned that we wished to record the story of his life. "Yes Mam, 
Itill be glad to tell you what I kin," he promised, "and Miss, 
Itll jus' bet I kin tell you somepin dat very few folks kin say 
‘bout dem old days. I was born right here on dis same street, 
and I'm still livin' on it, but dis house and lot ain't my birth- 
place. When I was born, dis section was mostly in woods. Jus' 
look at it now; houses has been built up and down both sides of — 


what was den jus' de big road. Times has changed in lots of ways 


since dem days. 


"My mother's name was Myra, and she was a_laundry 
‘oman owned by Mr. Stevens Thomas. Mr. thomas was one of de 
_—_—— 
biggest merchants in Athens dem days. He owned de square between 
Thomas Street and Wall Street, and it s'tended back to Vlayton 
Street. 

"William “erricotte was my father, and he belonged 
to Col. Robert Thomas. My father spent most of his time beautifyin' 
de yards ‘round de big house, and in dese days and times he would 
be called a landscape gardener. Dey jus’ called tem yard boys den. 
Atter Pa ata Ga jae naseied: Marster Stevens sold Ma to Marster 
Robert, so dat dey could be together. Mr. Robert Thomas’ place 
was right up dis same old street, whar de Y.W.C.A. is now, and 
right dar is whar I was born. Dat was in 1860, a long time ago; 
and lots of things has happened since den. Lots of people has 
moved away and lots more has died out, ‘til dere ain't many of de 
folks left here dat lived in Athens den. De Thomases, Dorseys, 
and Phinizys was some of de oldest families here. 

"I was too little to know much about de war but, 
little as I was, dere's one thing dat'ts still as fresh in my 
memory now as den, and dat's how people watoued and waited to hear 
dat old veorgia train come in. Not many folks was able to take de 
papers den, and de a in 'em was from one to two weeks old when 
dey got here. All de men dat was able to fight was off at de front 
and de folks at home was anxious for news. De way dat old train 
brought ‘em de news was lak dis: if de southern troops was in de 


front, den dat old whistle jus' blowed continuously, but if it was 


Sn 


bad news, den it was jus' one short, sharp blast. In dat way, 
from de time it got in hearin', evvybody could tell by de 
whistle if de news was good or bad and, believe me, evvybody 
sho' did Ween to dat train. 

"Dimes was hard durin' de wer but from what I've 
heared de folks dat was old folks den say, dey warn't near as 
bad here as in lots of other places. Yes Mam! Shot I kin 
‘member dem Yankees comin’ here, but dat was atter de war was 
done over. Dey camped right here on Hancock Avenue. Whar dey 
camped was mostly woods den, and deir camp reached nearly all de 
ae to whar Milledge 4venue is now. Us chillun was scared to 
death of dem soldiers and stayed out of deir way all us could. 
My Marster, Mr. Stevens Thomas , hid all of his family's silver 
and other valuables dat could be put out of sight, for dem Yankees 
jus' went ‘round takin' whatever dey wanted. Dey stole all kinds 
of food out of de homes, went into de smokehouses and got hams, 
and cotched up de chickens. Dey just reached out and tuk what 
dey wanted and laughed about it lak dey hadn't been stealin', 

"Dem Yankees brought de mnetibox here wid ‘em and 

give it to all de Athens folks, and dat was somepin awful. Folks 
jus! died a wid it so bad. Dey built a hospital what dey called 
de ‘pest house® out wher de stockade is now. It wes rough and 
small but 1 reckon it holped some. It warn't near large enough 
for all de folks dat was sick wid smallpox at one time, and so 
dey finally got to whar dey used it jus’ for de colored folks, 


‘cause it seemed dat smallpox went harder wid dem dan wid de white 


folks. 


rue) 
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“When de war ended us didn't leave Mr. Stevens 
Thomas. Ma kept on cookin' and wukin't ‘round de house, and Pa 


wuked lots for other folks, larned to do brick-work, build walls, 


and things lak dat. Atter he got to be a brickmason he allus 
had plenty to do. 

"Marbles was de favorite game of de chillun dem 
days but us never got to play much lak chillun does dese days, 
‘cause times was so hard right atter de war dat as soon as chillun 
got big enough dey had to go to wuk. Some of our very best times 
was at de old swimmin' hole. Us dammed up dat little crick right | 


Cpe ae ere 
back of whar de Seaboard Depot is now and it made a fine pool to 


swim in. It was cool for it was shady off down dar in de woods, 
énd us spent many a hour dar on days as hot as dis one is. When 
dey missed us at home, dat was de fust place dey thought of when 
dey come to hunt us. I had some mighty good times in dat crick 
and I couldn't begin to count de duckin's I got dar and de whuppin's 
my Ma and Pa give me for stayin' so long. 

"De biggest time in all de year was de Commencement 
Day; evvybody got busy and fixed up for dat. My Marster allus 
had lots of company at commencement times, and us had de most good 
things to eat. Out in town dey wes ‘pared for it too. Tables was 
all along de sidewalks whar you could buy any kind of ‘'freshments 
you wanted. Course dere warn't as many kinds of 'freshments den 
as dey has now, but dere was allus plenty of de strong sort. One 
time durin' commencement week, Ma give me a whole quarter to spend. 


I was de happiest and de richest boy in dis town; jus' had more money 
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to spend dan anybody, and I walked de streets from one table to 
another tryint to see whar I was gwine to spend all dat money.” 
Here, Ike laughed heartily. "Miss," he said, "you jus* never 
eould guess what I spent all dat money for. J bought a whole 
quarter's worth of ginger-cakes and lit out for de swimmin’ hole. 
Us chillun had a fine time down at de swimmin' hole dat day. De 
Cobbs and Lumpkins owned all dat land in dar ‘round our swimnin' 
hole den. Dey owned from de Catholic Vhurch straight through to 
College #venue. 

"I mighty well ‘member de fust wak I ever done. I 
was still just a little fellow woen Miss Belle Brumby told Ma she 
wanted me for a butler boy and dat she would pay me $2.50 a month. 
I just jumped up and down and begged her to let me wuk for Miss | 
Belle. Why, I just knowed 1 would git rich right away, ‘cause 
$2.50 was a mighty lot of money." Ike laughed as he said: “How 
many boys would wuk for dat pay for a week now, let alone a whole 
month? Ma did let me wuk for Miss Belle and I was happy, but I 
know my Mist'ess had a time wid me ‘cause, when I got on dat 
white coat dey let me wear to wait on de table, I knowed more dan 
evvybody else put together and dere couldn't nobody tell me how to 
keep de flies off de table. Miss Belle is one fine *oman, dey 
Jus' don't come no finer and no better. 

“When I was fourteen ay Ba hired me out to be a 
Shoemaker. De shop whar i was ‘prenticed was down on Broad Street, 
jus* about wher de Bernstein furniture Store is now. Dat old buildin’ 
was tore down long years ago and evvything ‘long dar is changed now. 


De Athens Hardware Store is de only Sroad °treet business of dem 


6. 


days dat has stood in de same place and endured through all dese 


years. 


"when I went to wuk for Mr. Joe Barry in his shoe 


shop on Jackson Street, right in back of whar Mr. Lee Morris’ 
store is now, I felt lak I had got to be a real sho’ ‘nough 
important shoemaker. I wuked for him "bout 12 or 14 years. He 
was a good man to wuk for and he was de only shoemaker I ever 


knowed to git rich at his trade; he really did make money in dat 
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been able to git far ahead. In spite of all our trouble for 25 
years atter de war, it seems to me dat times was much better den 
dan dey is now. Course, folks didn't make as much den as dey does 
now. Carpenters, bricklayers, shoenskers, in fact ‘most any kind ,; 
of laborers who got from 41.00 to g1.50 a day thought dey had fine 
wages den. Boys was pdid from 92.50 to $5.00 a month. Cooks got $5.00 
to $6.00 a month, and of course, dey got deir meals whar dey wuked. 
Sometimes odds and ends of old clothes was give to ‘em, and dey got 
along very well, even if most of ‘em did have families and big 
families at dat. Folks could live on less den ‘cause things was 
cheaper. You could git meal for 50¢ a bushel; side meat was 5¢ 

to 6g a pound; and you could git a 25-pound sack of flour for 

50¢g. Wood was 50¢ a load. House rent was so cheap dat you didn't 


have to pay over #5.00 a month for a 2 or 3 room house, and lots 
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of times you got it cheaper. Most evvybody wore clothes made 
out of homespun cloth and jeans, and dey didn't know nothin’ 
‘bout ready-made, store-bought clothes. Wem clothes what dey 
made at home didn't cost very much. Livin’ was cheap, but folks 
lived mighty weil in dem days. 
"Us has been married more dan 50 years and dey 
has all been happy years. Us has had our troubles and hard luck, 
but dey come to evvybody. De Lord has been mighty good to us, 
"specially in lettin’ us be together so long. It was what you 
might call a case of love at fust sight wid us. I was visitin' 
down at vamak, Veorgia at Christmastime. She lived at Sparta, 
and was spendin’ Christmas at vamak too, but I didn't see her 'til 
I was "bout to leave for Athens. I just thought I never could go 
‘way atter I fust seed her, but I did, and 4 didn't git to see her 
asain for 12 long months. Us writ to one another all dst year and 
got married at Vhristmastime, one year from de time us fust met. 
"Us has still got dat old pen I used when I writ 
and axed her to marry me; I'd lak to show it to you. ‘'Scuse me 
please wnilst i goes in de house to git it." Soon Ike returned. 
"Ain't it a sight?” he proudly exclaimed as he displayed the relic. 
"I made it up myself in December 1886 and it got her consent to 
marry me, so Itse kept it ever since. My wife and me wouldn't 
part wid it for nothin'." The wooden pen staff is very smooth 
as though from long usage except at the tip end, where it appears 


to have been gnawed. It looks very much as though Ike may have 
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chewed on it as he wrote that all important letter. The iron pen 
point, much too large to fit the standard grooves of the ordinary 
pen staff, was placed on the staff and tightly wrapped. After 52 
years of service the pen point and its staff are still in good 
condition. Ike has the Prince Albert coat that he wore on his 
wedding day and he insists that it looks and fits as well now as 
it did on the oceasion of his marriage. *I'm keepin' de coat and 
pen for our chillun," he declared. 

Before resuming the conversation, Ike went back in 
the house to put the treasured pen away. In a few moments he re- 
turned. "God has been good to us," he said, "for He let us have 
all nine of our chillun 'til dey was grown up. Us wuked mighty 
hard to raise ‘em and give all of ‘em a good education. Dat was 
somepin us couldn't have when us was growin' up and I'm thankful 
to be able to say dat us was able to send ‘em all to college. Four 
of our chillun has gone on ahead to de next world, and de five dat's 
left is scattered from place to place; none of ‘em is wid us now, 
but dey don’t forgit us. Dey writes to us and visits us often and 
us goes to see dem. One son is goin' mighty well as a lawyer in 
Washin'ton, D.C., and our baby lives in New York vity. It's been 
"bout 3 years now since my daughter Juliette died atter a automo- 


bile wreck near Valton, Georgia. Did you know ‘bout Juliette? She 


give her life to wuk for de Y.W.C.A., and she went all over de 
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world tryin't to make things better for de young women of our race, 
Somebody writ a memorial book *pout her. I wish dere was a copy 

of dat book here for you to see, but it was borrowed from us and 

it ain't been returned. | 

"Did you know I had jus' come back from Washin'ton, 
whar I visited dat lawyer son of mine? He sends for me nearly 
evvy summer and I enjoy visitin' dar, but I wouldn't lak to live 
up dar ‘cause dem folks éintt lak our own southern people. I must 
say dey is mighty nice and good to me when I goes dar though. Onct 
when I was dar somebody told me dat if I wanted to have a good 
time I mustn't let nobody know I was a Georgian ‘cause dey said dat 
de northerners don't lak our State. De rest of de time I was dar 
on dat visit I tuk partic'tlar niedetee th tellin’ evvybody how 
proud I was of my State and my home. 

“Dat reminds me of Miss Sally Hodgson. She was in 
de North, and one evenin' she was tryin' to teil de folks up dar 
dat de southern people warn't as bad as some of de Yankees had said 
dey was, and dat de white folks down South didn't mistreat de 
colored folks. Miss Sally said dat de very next mornin’ de papers 
up dar wes full of news ‘bout de lynchin't of 8 Negroes in one night 
at Watkinsville. If you had knowed Miss Sally, you would know how 
funny dat was,” Ike laughed. “She said atter dat dere warn't no 
way she could convince dem folks up dar dat Georgia was a good place 
to live in. 

"Us hed some good friends in de North and sometiznes 
dey comes down here to see us. One of my wife's friends, a ‘oman 


wid a lot of education has jus’ gone back to Philadelphia atter a 
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visit here in our home. Us travels a good deal and us has found 
dat de world ain't so large but dat us is allus runnin' up against 
somebody dat us knows wherever us goes. 

“Sometimes when you is in a strange place it's 
mighty handy to find somebody you have knowed a long time ago. I 
‘member one time when I was visitin' in Washin'’ton and wanted to 
git a glimpse of de Fresident. I didn't say nothin' to nobody 
"bout what was on my mind, but atter my son went to his wuk in 
de mornint I slipped off to de gapitol widout tellin" nobody whar 
I was gwine. I found a waitin' room outside de Fresident's office 
and I made up my mind 1 would set dar ‘til de Fresident had to go 
out for dinner or to go home for supper. I never thought about 
he might have a side door he could come and go from widout usin! 
de door to de waitin' room. <Atter I had set dar in dat waitin’ 
room de best part of two days watchin' for de President, somebody 
said: ‘Howdy, Uncle Ike! What is you doin' here in de President's 
waitin’ room?* I looked up and dar stood Albon Holsey. He had 
growed up in Athens. He was de boy dey ‘signed to wait on Presi- 
dent Taft when he was at Miss “aggie Welch's home rorjasy and night. 
in Jenuary 'fore he was inaugurated. I bet Albon is still got dat 
go.00 Mr. Taft give him de mornin' he left Athens, but he don't 
need to spend it now ‘cause folks say he got rich off of his chain 
of stores for colored folks, and anyhow he's got a fine job dese 
days. well, I s'plained to slbon dat I was just waitin' to git a 


peep at de tresident whenever he happened to pass through dat room. 
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LEOOW be SHiled sort of wise-Like. de tuk out ane anf ints ayers 
gn@ wPit somepim om it, and awed a Lady tte tale it might im tm 

46 Presigert. She warn't cone 2 mimites "fore sie acme tek: ant 
sai@: ‘De -?esident will see lr. ~olsey amtnig friend now." [ 
was wuss skeered den I bes ever been at amy ottier time to my Lite.. 
“ge walked in ond 2 wees "freid de Dresidemrt cculd beer my knees 
enockin' together, and my nseart wes beatin” so fest and Loud ft 
seemed to me iak it was ‘pout te aust. se cresident spoke tc us 
snd when he found out dat I was from atcens, ie axed me lets of 
yuestions. He said dat ne wes interested im ataems. Spom shorn 
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seid us must be goin’ and when us 22% out 
weak, but I was mighty proud and Sav .y tc tuink de uresigent hat 
tuk time to talk pleasant lak wid « pore cla Jegre sioemaier. 
“Another time in “asein*ton « friead of my som"s 
tuk me to e club one night whar some of de richest of cur rece ig 
members. Uat night I met a man whe isd went to sehool wid de 
Mr. Teddy Roosevelt dat was bresaident atter Mr. McKinley; aden 1 
met enother Wegro dat hed been & classmate of resident oower and 
ore 4et wert to seh.ol wia lresident Franklin uv. Rooseveit. It's. 
Yigct etrenve cow Gey ell neads far washintton, ¥. uv. b9 ebay. 
“Athens hes 6lilus been & esi Guiet town, ana dere 
never wes ne reél seFious trouble nere ‘tween ae Races, nas ¢ven 


w.ex Melt vewis oud Fink worton wes Prost F@Cple WAS. 


hiiuS perdictin'’ trouble ‘hour act, but dg Toiks here was too 


level-nemded For cet. Dey snowed dey could straighten out deir 
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Albon he smiled sort of wise-like. He tuk out one of his cyards 
and writ sompin on it, and axed a lady to take it right in to 
de President. She warn't gone 2 minutes ‘fore she come back and 
said: 'De President will see Mr. Holsey and his friend now.” | 
was wuss skeered dan | has ever been at any other time in my life. 
Us walked in and | was ‘fraid de President could hear my knees 
knockin’ together, and my heart was beatin’ so fast and loud it 
seemed to me lak in was ‘bout to bust. De President spoke to us 
and when he found out dat | was from Athens, he axed me lost of 
questions. He said dat he was interested in Athens. Soon Albon 
said us must be goin’ and when us got out of dar | was right 
weak, but | was might proud and happy to think de President had 
tuk time to talk pleasant lak wide a pore old Negro shoemaker. 
“Another time in Washin’ton a friend of my son's 
tuk me to a club one night whar some of de richest of our race is 
members. Dat night | met a man who had went to school wide de 
Mr. Teddy Roosevelt dat was President atter Mr. McKinley; den | 
met another Negro dat had been a classmate of President Hoover and 
one dat went to school wid President Franklin D. Roosevelt. It’s 
right strange how dey all heads for Washin'ton, D.C. to stay. 
“Athens has allus been a real quiet town, and dere 
never was no real serious trouble here ‘tween de races, not even 
when Matt Davis and Pink Morton was Postmasters here. People was 
allus predictin’ trouble ‘bout dat, but de folks here was too 
level-headed for dat. Dey knowed dey could straighten out deir 
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own troubles widout havin' to fly off de handle in a race riot, 
and so dey 'tended to deir own business and de races got along all 
right through it all. " 

"Atter all, Atnens is a good place to live in. 
Here us has de best neighbors in de world; dey's allus ready to 
look atter one another in times of sickness and trouble. wid de 


kind of good, christian folks dat lives here, Athens is bound to 


go ahead.” 
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BENNY DILLARD 
vor. Broad and Derby Streets 
Athens, wa. 


ae one: 


Grace McCune ( 
Athens - 


Sarah H. Hall 
Athens - 


John N. Booth 

District Supervisor: 
Federal iriters’ Froject 
Residencies 6 & 7, 
Augusta, Ga. 


BENNY DILLARD 
Ex-Slave - Age 80. 


Benny's rocky little verd is gay with flowers 
and a flourishing rose vine shades the small porch at the 
front cf his ramshackle two-room cebin. The 01a Negro ves 
busily engazed at washing his clotnes. He is of medium size, 
darker than gingerbread in color, end sis clothing on this 
Gay consisted of 4 faded blue shirt, pants adorned with many 
patches, and brogans. a frayed sun hat cobfed the gray hair 
that is “gittin' mighty thin on de top of RY haid.* 

Benny was singing as he vrorked and his quavering 
ola voice rept tune and rhythm to a remarkable degree as he 
cerefully end distinctly pronounced: 

"Jesus will fix it for you, 
Just let Him have His wey 
He knows just how to do, 
gvesus will fix it for you.” 

Almost in the same breath he began another sone: 

"All my sisters gone, 

Mammy and Daddy too 
Wher would I be if it warn't 
For my Lord and iiarster.™ 

About this time he looked up and saw his visitor. 
Off came the old sun heat as he said: "'’Scuse me, Missy, I didn't 
know nobody was listenin' to dem old songs. I loves to sing 
‘em wnen I gits lonesome ena blue. But won't you coe up on 


my porch and have a cheer in de shade? Dere's a good breeze 
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on dat little porch.” Having placed a cnair for the visitor 
and made himself comfortable on a crude bench, Benny began his 
story: 

"Missy, de good Lord gives and ne takes away, 
and us old darkies is a-passin’ out of dis world. Dat was why 
I wes a-singin’. One of my bestest friends done passed on to 
Glory dis very mornin'. I knows Itse goint to miss old Randal 
Clayton ‘cause both of us warn't no good but for to set and talk 
"bout old times." Tears rolled down his face as he told of 
his friend, and the visitor, fearful that he was too much over- 
come by grief to be able to give & good story, suggested that 
another engagement be wede to record his reminiscences, but he 
objected. "Lawsyv, wissy!" he protested. “Please don't go 
now, for dem old times is on my mind today and I would so love 
to talk "bout tem now, if you don't mind. If f talks too much, , 
jus' tell me, ‘cause I'se mighty apt to do dat when onet I gits 
started. . 

"My Memmy and Daddy, dey warn't from dis part 
of de country. hiy Mammy said dat not long atter she got to 
America from e trip on de water dat took nigh 6 months to make, 
dey brung her from Virginny and sold her down here in veorgy 
when she was jus! tbout 16 years old. De onliest name she 
hed when she got to veorgy wes Nancy. I don't know whar my 


Daddy come from. Him and Mammy was both sold to Marse Isaac 
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Dillard and he tuk 'em to live on his place in Elbert County, 
Se a —nnreneecreenanieaeesrin, 
close to de place dey calls Goose Fond. Dey lived at home on 
dat big old plantation. By dat, I means dat Marse Isaac 
growed evvything needed to feed and clothe his folks ‘cept de 
little sugar, coffee, and salt dey used. I don't ‘member so 
much ‘bout times 'fore de big war ‘cause I warn't but 6 years 
old when us was made free. Tellint de slaves dey was free 
didn't make much difftunce on our place, for most of ‘tem stayed 
right on dar and wukked wid Old Marster jus' lak dey allus 
done. Dat plantation was jus! lak a little town, it was so 
big and it had evvything us wanted and needed. 

| "Slaves lived in log cabins what had red mud 
daubed in de cracks ‘twixt de logs. De roofs was made out of 
boards what had so many cracks ‘twixt ‘em, atter a few rains 


made ‘em swink (shrink), dat us could lay in bed and see de 


stars through dem big holes. Even if us did have ieaky houses, 


folkses didn't git sick half as much gas dey does now. Our home- 


made beds was made out of rough planks nailed to high poles; 
leastways de poles was hish for de headpieces, and a little 
lower for de footpieces. For most of dem beds, plenks was 
nailed to de wall for one long side and dere was two laigs to 
make it stand straight on de other long side. Dey never. seed 
no metal springs dem days but jus' wove cords back and forth, 


up and down and across, to lay de mattress on. I never seed no 


ed 
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sto'-bought bed ‘til atter I was married. Bedticks was made 
out of homespun cloth stuffed wid wheatstraw, and sometimes 
dey slept on rye or oatstraw. Pillows was stuffed wid hay 
what had a little cotton mixed in it sometimes. Atter a long 
day of wuk in de fields, nobody bothered ‘bout what was in- 
side dem pillows. Dey slept mighty good lak dey was. Dey 
fixed planks to slide across de inside of de holes dey cut out 
for windows. De doors swung on pegs what tuk de place of de 
iron hinges dey uses dese days. Dem old stack chimblies was 
made out of sticks and red mud. 

“De fireplaces was a heap bigger dan dey has now, 


for all de cookin’ was done in open fireplaces den. 'Taters 


and cornpone was roasted in de ashes and s:ost of de other 
arc Ts 
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victuals was biled in de big 01d pots what swung on cranes over 

de coals. Dey had long-handled fryin' pans and heevy iron 

skillets wid big, thick, tight-fittin' lids, and ovens of all 

sizes to bake in. All of dem things was used right dar in de 

fireplace. Dere never was no better tastin' somepin tteat 

dan dat cooked in dem old cook-things in open fireplaces. 
"Chillun never had no wuk to do. Dey jus' et 

and frolicked around gittin' into evvything dey could find. 

Dey never got no lickin's ‘less dey was mighty bad, ‘cause our 


Marster said he warn't gwine to ‘low no beatin' on his Niggers 
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"cept what he done his own self, and dat was pow'ful little. 
In hot weather chillun played on de crick and de best game 


of all was to play lak it was big meetin' time. White chillun 
ie nee asa SS 


loved to play dar too wid de little slave chillun. Us would 
have make-believe preachin' and baptizin't end de way us would 


sing was a sight. One of dem songs us chillun loved de best 


went lak dis: 


‘Why does you thirst 
By de livin’ stream? 
And den pine away 
And den go to die. 


‘why does you search 

For all dese earthly things? 
When you all can 

Drink at de livin' spring, 
and den can live.' 


"When us started playin’ lak us was baptizin' 


‘em, us thtowed all us could ketcn right in de crick, clothes 
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and sll, end ducked ‘em. ‘Whilst us wes doin’ dat, us was singin’: 


'Git on board, git on board 
For de land of many mansions, 
Same old treéein dat carried 
My Mammy to de rromised Land.' 

"One day our warster hid in de trees and watched 
us 'ceuse Mist'tess had done been fussin' down ‘bout chillun all 
comin' in scaked to de hide. He waited 'til he seed ell de 
preechin't and baptizin', den he hollered for us to stop and he 
tuk de ones what wus doin' all de beptizin' and made ‘em tray 
and sing, den he ducked ‘em #ood in de water and made us all go 


up to de house to snow Nist'ess how come so many of dem pore 


chillun had done been gittin' wet so much. Us got a tannin' den 
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dat Marster ‘lowed would help us to git shot 'nough ‘ligion. 
aaa) 
"De wooden bowls whst sleve chillun et out of 
was made out of sweetgum trees. Us et wid mussel shells ‘stid 
of spoons. Dem mussel shells was all right. Us could use ‘tem 
to eit up plenty of bread and milk, or cornpone soaked wid peas 
and pot likker. Dey never let chillun have no meat 'til dey 
wes big enough to wuk in de fields. Us had biscuit once a 
week, dat was Sunday breakfast, and dem biscuits was cakebread 
to us. De fust bought meat us chillun ever seed was a slab 
of side-meat Daddy got from de sto! atver us mad done left de 
plantation, end us was skeered tc eat it ‘cause it wern't lak 
what us had been used to. 
"Chillun jus’ wore one piece of clothes in summer- 
time and dey 211 went bar'foots. De azels’ summer gyarment was 
@ plain, sleeveless arrcn cress, end de boys wore skimpy little 
shirts and nothin' else. Dey mixed cow-hair wid de cotton when 
Sey wove de cloth to make our winter cinthes cut of, and I'm a- 
tellin’ you Missy, det cow-hair cloth shot could scratch, but - 
it wes sood and warm and sarster seed tc it dat ‘us had all de 


clothes us needed. De 'tomans made all de cloth used on ce 
eee ee es 


place; dey cyarded, spun, and den wove it. Mammy was de weaver; 


det was all she done, jus' sove cloth. Dey dyed it wid red mud 


and ink balls, end sich lak. 


ee TN nm 
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“Marster never lakked to git up real early 
hisself in slevery time, so he nad one man what got de 
Niggers up out of bed so early dat dey had done et breakfast 
and was in de field when daylight come. Atter de war was 
over and evvybody was free, all de Niggers used to jus’ piddle 
and pley "round evvy mornin’ whilst dey was waitin' for Marster 
to come. Dem and de mules would be jus' a-standin' still ané 
when de word was see dat warster naa done got up all of ‘em 
would start off wid a rush, jus’ a-hollerin':;: ‘whoa, dar! Gee 
haw!t jus’ lek dey Sac Gone been wukkin' hard sll mornint. One 
day Marster cotch 'em at it, and ne didn't say a word 'til time 
come to pay off, and he tuk out for all de time dey had lost. 

"Sometimes slaves run away and hid out in caves. 
Dey would pile up rocks and sticks and pine limbs to hide de 
caves, and sometimes dey would stay uid out for weeks, and de 
other Niggers would slip ‘fem somepin tteat at night. Dere 
warn't many wnat run off on cur place, ‘cause our warster was 
so good to all of ‘em dat dere warn't nothin' to run from. 

"Marster made all his wuk tools et home. Plow- 


out 
sheers was made/fof wood trimmed to de right snape and fastened 


to a iron point. «when dey was plowin' in de young cotton, dey 
nailed a board on one side of ce plow to rake de dirt back up 


‘round age cotton plants. 
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"Marster's gin was turned by a « Dat big 


old gin wheel had wooden cogs what made de gin wuk when de 

old mule went ‘round and ‘round hitched to det wneel. Dat 

old cotton press was a sight. fFust dey cut down e big old..... 

tree and trimmed off de limbs and wade grooves in it for 

planks to fit in. It was stood up wid a big weight on top 

of it, over de cotton what was to be pressed. It was wukked 

by a wheel wiat wes turned by a mule, just lak de one what 

turned de cin. A old mule pulled de pole what turned de syrup 

mill too. Missy, dem old mules done deir part ‘long side de 

Niggers dem days, and Marster seed dat his mules had good keer 

too. “hen dem mules iiad done turned de mill 'til de juice wes 

Squez out of de sugarcane stalks, dey strained dat juice and 

biled it down 'til it wes jus' de finest tastin' syrup you ever 

did see. Marster's mill whar he ground his wheat and corn 

wes down on de crick, so de water cculd turn de big old wheel, 
"Dem old cornshuckin's was shot 'nough big times, 

‘cause us raised so much corn dat it tuk several days to shuck 

it all. Us had to save two generals. Dey ciiose sides and 

den dey got up on top of de biggest piles of corn and kept de 

sleves a-singin’ fast so dey would wuk fast. De fust ercwd 

wnat finished got de prize. Dere aintt much I can ‘member of 

words to dem old cornshuckin' songs. Une general would start 

off singin’: "Snuck up dis corn, shuck up dis corn, ‘cause 


ste erage 
us 1s gwine home,' and de other general would be a-shoutin?®: 
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*Make dem shucks fly, make dem shucks fly, us is gwine to go 
home.’ Over and over dey kept on singint dem lines. Come 
nighttime marster would have big bonfires built up and set 

out torches for ‘em to see how to wuk, and evvy time he passed 
"round dat jug of corn likker shucks wouid fly some faster. 
When all de corn was done shucked and de big supper had been 
et, dere was wrastlin’ matches and dancin* and all sorts of 
frolickin'. 

"'Til dey could git a colored preacher, slaves 
had to go to church wid deir white folks. Missy, I ‘members 
yit, de fust preacher I ever heared. He was a white man, 
Preacher Gibson dey called him, and his sermons made you mind 
what you was ‘bout 'ceuse he preached straight from de Bible. 
Dat day when i fust heared him his text was: ‘If you gits 
lost in sin, den you is lost from God's word, and will have 
to be borned again.’ Dat's de trufe, Missy, it sho’ is. 
Young folks dese days is headed plumb straight for ‘struction, 
‘cause dey won't listen to de Gospel. If dey don't change from 
de way déy is goin’ now de old debbil is gwine to ketch ‘em 
sho. All of us had better mind what us is ‘bout, for tligion 
most times now is by cur own minds and thoughts, and somebody 
else is apt to follow de ‘ligion he sees in us. De Bible says 


to teach young folks de way dey should go, and dey won't depart 
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from deir raisin". You sho' can't raise ‘em right by jus! 
teachin’ ‘tem dese days; it evermore do take plenty of layin' 
on of dat rod. I would just lak to see how dese young folks 
would lak it if dey had to ride for miles and miles in a ox- 
cart, or else walk it, to git to ttend church. Dere wouldn't 
be many of de ones I knows ‘round here would git dar. Us used 
to have four steers hitched to our old cart, and it was slow- 
goin', but us got dar. 

"Atter us got our ovm churches us still had to 
have white preachers for a long time and den us was ‘lowed to 
heve colored nreachers. When somebody wanted to jine our 
chureh us *zamined ‘em, and if us didn't think dey was done 
ready to be tuk in de church, dey was told to wait and pray 
"til dey had done seed de light. Anybody cam jine up wid de 
church now, Kissy, and it ain't right de way dey lets ‘em come 
in widout ‘zaminin' tem. De good Lord sho’ don't lak dat way 
of handlin' His church business. One of dem cand-i-dates was 
a mean Nigger and our preacher and deacons wouldn't let him 
in our church. Den he went over to another church and told 
‘em dat he hed talked wid de Lord ‘bout how us wouldn't let him 
dine up wid us, and he ‘lowed dat de Lord said to him: "Dat'ts 
all right. I done been tryin’ to jine up in dat church for 15 


yeers myself, and can't zit in, so you go on and jine another 
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church.' Dat other church let dat bad Nigger in and it. 
warn't long ‘fore dey had to turn him out, ‘cause he warn't 
fittin' to be in no church. 

"Our preacher used to give us parables. One 

pseenile Ae 

of ‘em was lak dis: '‘I'tse seed good cotton growin' in de 
grass.' He ‘spleined it dat dere was some good in de wust 
sinners. Another of his parables was: ‘If you can't keep 
up wid de man at de foot, how is you gwine to Reon TWie de 
higher-up folks?! Dat meant if you can't sarve God here be- 
low, how is you gwine to cit along wid him if you gits to Heben? 
Our preacher told us to sarve both our warsters. De fust 
Marster was vod, he said, and de other one was our white marster. 

"IT ain't never been inside no courtroom and don't 
never ‘spect to be dar, ‘cause, missy, I don't mind nobody's 
business but my own, end dat'ts all I can do. 

"No Mam, +4 don't never git much sick. I had a 
bad old haid cold last winter, but I stopped dat wid coal oil 
and by breathin' in smoke from scorched leather. Light.'ood 
_splinter tea is helpful when I has a chist cold. Salts ain't 
de best thing for olu folks to be doctored wid. I takes common 
cookin' soda sweetened wid a little suger. Demis old-time 


doses from way back in de old days, and + still use&® tem all. 
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"Durin' of de war time, soda and salt was 
both herd to git. Dey biled down de dirt from under old 
smokehouses to git salt, and soda was made out of burnt 
corncobs. You would be stprised to see what good cookin’ 
could be done wid dat old corncob soda. 

"Us wakked for iir. vreen Hubbard de fust yeer 
us left de old plantation, but ne wouldn't us_ so us left 

poe 

him and rented some land to farm. Den I went to wuk for Mr. 
Stephens and stayed wid him 25 years. He was one of de owners 
of de Georgy Railroad and I used to drive for him when he went 
to 'Gusty (Augusta) to dem board meetin's. he hed one cf dem 
old-time gins whet run by mule power, and us sno’ did gin a 
heap of cot.on. Lots of times he iiad us to haul it all de 
wey to 'Gusty on dem wagons. wr. Stephens' place was at Craw- 
ford, Georgy. 

"Me and my gal runned away to git married. If 
you please, Mam, ccoue inside end look at her pitcher. Ain't 
she a fine lookin' gal? “ell, she was just as good as she 


- 


looks. I keeps her pitcher hangin' right over my bed so as 


s 


I can look et her all de time." The small room was tidy 


and clean. .In one corner a narrow, single bed, neatly made, 


stood beneath the picture cf senny's wife, ary. The picture 


we 
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Showed a young woman dressed in’ white in the style of the 
period “hen tight waists and enormous puffed sleeves were in 
vogue. An old wasnstand supporting a huge mirror, a small 
table, evidently used as a dining table, two cheirs, «4 small 
cupboard filled with dishes, and a small, wood-burning stove 
completed the furnishings of the room. Beck on the porch 
again, Benny resumed the story of iis marriage. 

"Her caddy wouldn't ‘gree for us to sit married 
‘cause fe wanted her to stay on and wuk for him. She warn't 
but seventeen. My boss-man let us usé his hoss and buggy and, 
Missy, dat vast oss is wet saved de day for us. When I got 
to whar + wes tc mieet her, I seed her runnin’ down de road wid 
her daddy etter her fast as he couid go on foot. I snatched pee 
her up in dat buggy end it seemed isk dat hoss knowed us wes 
in a hurry 'cause he shot did run. squire Jimmie vreen married 
us end when us got back to my boss-man's hcuse her daddy had 
done sot dar and was a-raisin' cane. Boss Stephens, he come 
out and told her daddy to sit on ‘way from dar and let us ‘lone, 
‘cause us was done married and dere warn't nothin' could be 


done ‘bout it. Us had a hard time gittin' started housekeevin', 


Sa ree eae oe 


‘cause my daddy couldn't holp us none. Our bed was one of dem 
home-made ones nailed to de side of de house. Us lived to- 


sether 45 years 'rore de Lord tuk her home to Heben 15 years 
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AZO. Dem 43 years was all of ‘em happy years. Since she's 
been gone I'se mighty lonesome, but it won't be long now 'til 


I see her, for Itse ready to go whenever de Good Lord calis 


me.” 


: sai 
an : 
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S THE EXPERIENCE OF GEORGE EASON IN SLAVERY TIME 


Mr. George Eason was born in Forsyth, Ga., on the plantation of Mr. Jack 
Ormond. In addition to himself there were six other children, one of whom was 
his twin brother. He and his eg aveaene Steen members of this group of children. 
Tis mother, who was the master's cook, had always belonged to the Ormond family 
while his father belonged to another family, having been sold while he (George) 
was still a baby. 

It go en ee tir. Ormond was a wealthy planter and in addition to the 
Plantation that he omed in the country, he also maintained a large mension in 
the town. 

The first few years of iis life were spent in town where he helped his mother 


in the kitchen by attending to the fire, getting water, etc. He was a’ so required - 
to look after the master's horse. Unlike most othar slave owners who allowed their 
house servants to sleep in the mansion, Mr. Ormond had several cabins built a short 
distance in the rear of his house to accommodate those who were employed in the 

house. This house group consisted of the cook, seamstress, maid, butler, and the 
washwomen. Mr. Eason and those persons who held the above positions asaed had 

good food because they got practically the same thing that was served to the master 
and his family. They all had good clothing - the women's dresses being made of calico, 
and the butler's suits of good grade cloth, the particular kind of which Mr. Eason 
knows nothing about. He himself wore a one-piece garment made of crocus. 

“tir. Bason was about 7 or 8 years of age when he was first sent to work in the 
field. It was then that his troubles began. He says that he was mde to get up 

each morning at sun-up and that after going to the field he had to toil there all dey 
until the sun went dom. He and his fellow slaves had to wrk in all types of 
weather, good as well as bad. Although the master Se) ee were not as cruel as som. 


he had heard of they tolerated no looseness of work and in case a person was suspected 


of loafing the whip was applied freely. Although he was never whipped, he has heard 
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‘the whip being applied to his mother any number of times. It hurt him, he Says, 
because he had to stand bask unable to render any assistmce whatever.(This happened - 
before he was sent to the plantation.) ‘hen his mother got these whippinga she always 
ran off afterwards and hid in the woods which were nearby. At night she would slip 

to the cabin to get food and while there would caution him and the other children not 
to tell the master that they had seen her. The master's wife who was very mean wags 
always the cause of her receiving these lashings. 

7 Some nights after he and the other slaves had left the field they were required 
to do extra work such as ginning cotton and shelling peas and corn, etc. The young 
women .ere required to work that in some vespects was as hard as that the men did, 
wiile the older women usually did lighter work. When the time came to pick the cotton 
all hands were converted into pickers. Night was the onty tim that they had to do 
their washing and to cultivate the small gardems they were allowed to have. 

During the months when there was little field wrk to do they were kept busy 
repairing fences, etc. on the farm. Every day was considered a working day except 
Sunday, Thanksgiving and Christmas. They were not allowed +o celebrate on these 
days as were the slaves on other nearby plantations. 

Clotuing on the Ormond plantation was usually insufficient to satisfy the 

seds of the slave. Eacao year one issue was given each slave. For the men this 

issue consisted of 1 pair of brogan shoes, several homespun shirts, a few pairs of | 
knitted socks, and two or three pairs of pants. The brogans were made of such hard 
Lleatner until the wearers' feet were usually blistered before the shoes were "broke 


in." ‘The women, in addition to a pair of shoes and some cotton stockings were given 


several homespun restos. dn one occasion iir. Eason says toat he wore nis shoes out 
" —— 


aad 


vefore time for an issue of clothing. It was so cold until the skin on his feet 
cracked, causing the blood to flow. In spite of this his master would give him no 


more shoes. All clothing was made on the plantation except the shoes. 
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Those women who were too ojd for field work did thé. sewing in addition | 
to other duties to be described later. 

Indigo was cultivated for dyeing purposes and in some instances a dye Was 
made by boiling walnut leaves and walnut hulls in water, In addition to her 
duties as cook, Mr. EZason's mother had to also weave part of the cloth. He 
told of how he had to sit up at night and help her and how she would "crack" 
him on the head for being too slow at times. 

The amount of food given each slave was also inadequate as a general rule. 
At the end of each week they all went toa certain spot on the planiation where 
each Was given 1 peck of meal, 1 gal. of syrup, and 3 pounds of meat.,They often 
surfered from that particulur stomach ailment commonly knovm as hungere At such 
times raids were made on the smokehouse. This was considered as stealing ‘by the 
master and the overseer but to them it was merely taking thet which they had 
worked for. At other times they inereased their food by hunting und fishing. 
Possums and psoas were the usual game from such a hunting expedition. All meals 
usually consisted of grits, bacon, syrup, corn vread and vegetables. On Sundays 
and holidays the meals varied to the extent that they were allowed to have 
biscuits which they called "cake bread." The slaves made coffee by parching 
corn meal, okra seed or Trish potatoes. hen sufficiently parched any one of 
the above named would make a vile type of coffee. Syrup was used for all sweet en= 
The produce from the gerdeus which the master allowed then could 


ing purposes. 


only be used for home corpsumption and under no circumstances could any of it ve 


sold. 


The cabing that the slaves occupied were located on one section of the 


plantation known 48 the "quarters." These dwellings were crude one-roomed 


structures usually made from logs. In order to keep the weather out mud was 


used to close the openings between the logs. In most instances the furnish ing 
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of a cabin was complete after a bed, a bench (both of Which were made by the 
Slave) and a few cooking utensils hud been placed in it. As there were no 
stoves for glave use all cooking was done at the fireplace, which, like the 
chimney, was made of mud and stones, One or two openings served the purpose 

of wiudows, and shutters were used instead of glass. The mattresses on which 
they slept were made from hay, grass or struW.e When a light was needed a tallow 
candle or a pine knot was lighted. 

Absolute clemliness was required at all times und the floors, if they 
were made of wood, had to be swept and scrubbed often. In addition to the 
private dwellings there was one large house where all caildren not old enough 
to go to the field were kept. One or two of the older women took charge of 
them, seeing that they had a sufficient amount of corn bread, vegetables ani 
milk each day. All were fed froma tmaugh like little pigs. 

ee old women were also responsible for the care of the sick. ‘When asked 
if a doctor was employed, Mr. Eason replied tint one hud to be mighty sick to 
have the services of a doctor, ‘The usual treatment for sick slaves was castor 
oil , wich was given in large doses, salts and a type of pill know as 
"hippocat." (ipecac) 

Although they were not permitted any formal type of learning religious 
worship it was not denied them. Hach Sunday Mr. Ormond required that all his 
slaves attend church. All went to the waite church where they sat in back ad 
listened to the sermon of a white preacher. lr. HBason says thet the slaves 
believed in all kinds of and every conceivable type of signs, Their supersti- 
tions usually had to do with metuods of conjure. 

4 preacher was nev used to perform a wedding ceremony on the Ormond 
plantation. After the man told the master about the woman of his choice and 


she had been called and had agreed to the plan, all that was necessary was 


for the couple to join hands and jump over a broom which had been Placed on 


the ground, 


5s 304 


Mr. Ormond permitted few if any celebrations or frolica to take place on. 
his farm. When he did grant this privilege his slaves were permitted to invite 
their friends who of course had to get a "pass" from their soaseeetye sewiiees 
They, too, were required to secure a pass from Mr. Ormond if they wanted to visit 
off the premises. If caught by the "Paddle Rollers" ( Patrollers) without this 
pass they were soundly whipped and then taken to their master. 

At the beginning of the Civil War all the alaves talked among themselves 
concerning the possible stones of the war. However, they meyer let the master 
or the overseer hear them because it meant a whipping. 

When Sherman and his amy marched through they burned all the gin houses 
on the Ormend plantation and took all the available live stock. Mr. Ormond took 


a 
-what few prized possessions and a few slavea (one of whom was Mr. Eason) and 


fled to Augusta,Gae 
““yfter freedom was declared he was still held in bondage and hired out by the 
ay. Once he rm away but was found and brought backs. In 1867 the remaining 
mbera of the Ormond family moved to Atlanta, bringing him along with them. 
ter most of them had died he was finally permitted to go or stay aa he pleased. 
Immediately after freedom had been declared he had the good fortune to find 
his father. However, he never got a chance to spend any time with him as the 
Ormonds refused to release hime 
Says Mr. Gagon: "Slavery had a good point in that we slaves always felt that 
omebody was going to take care of us." He says that he has heard some wish for 


he good old days but as for himself he prefera things to remain as they are at 


esent. 
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B06 
CALLIE ELDER 
Bx-Slave - Age 78. 

Callie lives with her daughter, Cornelia, in a 6-room 
house near the crest of a hill. Their abode is a short distance 
from the street and is reached by steep stone steps. In response 
to the call for Callie, a tall mulatto woman aypeared. Her crude- 
ly fashioned blue dress was of 6 coarse cotton fabric and her | 
dingy head rag had long lost its original color. Straight black 
hair, streaked with gray, and high cheek bones gave the impression 
that in her ancestry of mixed races, Indian characteristics pre- 
dominate. Her constant use of snuff causes frequent expectoration 
and her favorite pastime seems to be the endeavor to attain an in- 
credible degree of accuracy in landing each mouthful of the amber 
fluid at the greatest possible distance. as she was about to he- 
gin conversation, a little yellow boy about five years old ran into 
the room and Callie said: "GeuRe me please, I can't talk 'til I 
gits my grandboy off so he won't be late to school at Little Knox. 
Set down in dat dar cheer and I'll be right back." 

Soon Callie returned si ae was evident that her curiosity 
was aroused. When the interviewer explained the purpose of the 
visit, she exclaimed: “Lordy! Miss, what is de government gwine do 
next? For de God's truth, I mever knowed I would have to tell no- 
pody what happened back in dem days, so its jus' done slipped out 
of wy mind. 

"Anyhow, I warn't even born in Clarke County. I was born. 


in Floyd County, up nigh rome, Georgia, on Marse Billy Neal's jplanta- 
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tion. Ann and Washin'ton Neal was my Mammy and Pappy. No Ma'am, 
no preacher never married ‘em. Marse Billy Neal, he owned bofe of 
‘em and atter my Pappy axed him could he marry Mammy, Marse Billy 
made ‘em go up to de hall of de big house and jump oackwards over a 
broome 

"Dera was six of us chilluns me and Frances, Beulah, Thomas, 
Felix, and Scott. Dere was mighty little wuk done by chillun in 
slav'ry days. I jus' played ‘round and kicked up my heels wid de 
rest of de chillun. When us played our hidin' game, us sung some~ 
pin' lak diss 

‘Mollie, Mollie Bright 

Three score and ten, 

Can I git dere by candlelight? 
Yes, if your laigs is long enough!t' 

Sometimes us played what us called de ‘Crow game. Us 
spread our fingers out, side by side and counted ‘em out wid a rhyme. 
De one de last word of de rhyme fell on had to be de crow. I didn't 

love to be counted out and made de crow, but it was a heap of fun to 
count de others out. Since I been knee high to a grasshopper, I 
ain't never done nothin' but wuk ‘round white folks houses. 

"Our log cabins what us lived in was daubed inside and out 

vid mud to keep out bad weather. Our beds was held together by cords 


what was twisted evvy which way. You had to be mighty careful 


tightenin' dem cords or de beds was liable to fall down. Us slept. 


on wheat straw mattresses and had plenty of good warm quilts for 


kiver. 
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“Grown folks was fed cornbread and meat wid plenty of 
vegetables in de week days and on Sunday mornin's dey give ‘em 
wheat bread, what was somethin' slaves didn't see no more ‘til de 
next Sunday mornin’. ‘Bout four o'clock on summer atternoons, . 
dey sot a big old wooden bowl full of cornbread crumbs out in de 
yard and poured in buttermilk or potliquor 'til de crumbs was kiver- 
ed. Den dey let de chillun gather ‘round it and eat 'til de bowl 
was empty. In winter chillun was fed inside de house» 

*"tPossums, Oh, missy me$ my grandpa hunted ‘possums at 
night and fetched in two and three at a time. Don't say nothin' 
‘oout dem rabbits for dere warn't no end to tem. xabbits stewed, 
rabbits fried, and rabbits dried, smoked, and cured lak hog meat! 
Das “6 many rabbits when I was young I can't stand to look at ‘em 
now but I could eat 'possums and gnaw de bones all day long. Marse 
Billy let grandpa go fishin' and he was all time bringin' back a 
passel of minnows snd other fishes. Us rubbed tem down wid lard 
and salt and pepper, den rolled tem in cornmeal and baked ‘em. I 
never seed no fried meat 'til I was a big strappin' gal. ‘Dere was 
one vig gyarden whar dey raised tnough vegetables for all de white 
folks and slaves too. All de bilin' was done in pots swung on 
cranes over coals in de fireplace. | 

“Our clothes was made new for us in de fall out of cloth 
wove in voonE right dar on de plantation. Top clothes was dyed wid- 
hick'ry bark. De full skirts was gathered to tight fittin' waisties. 
Underskirts was made de same way. De dresses had done wore thin 


‘nough for hot weather by de time winter was gone so us wore dem 


game clothes straight on through de summer, only us left off de under- 
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skirts den. Slave chillun didn't never wear no shoes. Our foots 

cracked open 'til dey looked lak goose foots. Us wore de same on 

Sunday as evvy day, ‘cept dat our clothes was Clean, and stiff wid 
meal starch when us got into 'em on Sunday mornin's. 

"“Marse Billie Neal was our owner and Miss Peggy was his 
old ‘oman. Dey was jus’ as good to us as dey could be. Deir two 
chillun was Marse Tom and Marse Mid. De car! iage driver nevdr had 
much to do but drive Marse Billy and Miss Peggy ' round and, course 
he had to see dat de hosses and car iage was kept clean and shiny. 

I don't ‘member if he tuk de chillun ‘round. Chillun didn't stand 
de show dey does now. 

"Oh, no Ma'am, I sho' can't tell nothin' t'all 'bout how 
big dat old plantation was, but it was one whoppin' big place. Dere 
was too many slaves on dat plantation for me to count. _De overseer 
got ‘em up by 4:00 o'clock and de mens had to be in de fields by 
sunrise. De tomans went out ‘bout 8:00 ofclock. Dey stopped wuk at 
sundown and by de time dey et and done de chores for de day it was. 
10:00 ofclock 'fore dey hit de bed. De cabins was built in a cir- 
cle and de overseer went de rounds evvy night to see if de slaves 
was in bed. 

"Yes Matam, dey whupped de Niggers. My Pappy and grandpa 
was de wust ones ‘bout gittin' licked. Evvy time Pappy runned away 
arse Billy sicked dem hounds on his heels and dey was sho' to 
ketch him and fetch him back. Dey had to keep knives from Pappy 
or when dem dogs cotch him he would jus' cut 'em up so dey would 


die. When dey got him back to de house, dey would buckle him down 
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over & barrel and larrup him wid a plaited whup. ‘*Omans warn't 
whupped much. My grandpa York was so bad ‘bout runnin! ‘way Marse 
Billy made him wear long old horns. One Sunday Marse Billy went 
by our church to see if all his Niggers was dar dete was sposen to 
be dar. And dere grandpa was a-sottin' wid dem horns on his head. 
Verse Billy told him he could take de horns off his head whilst 

he was inde meetin' house. «At dat grandpa dropped dem horns, and 
lit a rag to de woods and it tuk de dogs days to find him. 

bie dat dead Nigger to de one what kilt him, and de killer had to 
drag de corpse ‘round 'til he died 60s De murderers never lived 
long a-draggin' dem daid ones ‘round. Dat jus' pyorely skeered ‘em 
to death. Dere Was a aave house on de farn, aes de wust Niggers 
was kept, and while dey was in dat guard house, dey warn't fed but 
once a day. It warn't nothin' unusual for Marse Billy to sell 
slaves, but he never sold his best Niggers. De ones he sold was 
allus dem he couldn't git no wuk out of. 

"Not a Nigger could read or write on Marse Billy's planta- 
tion. Dey was all too dumb to larn. Dere was a shackly sort of 
church house on our plantation and on Sundays atter de Niggers had 
cleaned deyselfs up, if dey told Marse Billy dey wanted to go to 
church, he sont tem on. All I knows tbout baptizin's is dey jus‘ 
tuk tem to de iran Gia plunged ‘em in. Dey sung somepin' ‘bouts 


'Gwine to de River for to be saptized.' Us had prayer meetin's on 
ERNE ener nse eeneenenpeny eae ee 
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Yednesday nights sometimes. 


"Oh, Mussy! Don't ax me ‘bout fun'rals. I got de misery 


in my laigs and I feels too bad dis mornin' to let myself even think 
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‘bout fun'rals. Back den when slave folks died dey jus' put ‘em in 


$ 


home-made pine coffins what dey throwed in a wagon and tuk ‘em to 


de graveyard. At dem buryin's, dey used to sing: 


tAm I born to die 
To let dis body down.' 


"None of our Niggers ever runned away to de North. Dey was 
too busy runnin’ off to de woods. Jus' to tell de truth dem Niggers 
on our place was so dumb dey didn't even take in 'bout no North. Dey 
didn't even know what de war was ‘bout ‘til it was all over. I don't 
know whar to start ‘bout dem patterollers. Dey was de devil turned 
a-loose. Dere was a song ‘bout 'Run Nigger run, de patteroller git 
yout' and dey sho' would too, I want to tell you. 

"What de slaves done on Saddy night? Dey done anything dey 
wag dig 'nough to do. Dere warn't no frolickin' ‘cept on Sadday 
night. Niggers on our place wukked all day Sadday ‘cept once a 
month. Some of de slaves would slip off and stay half a day and de 
overseer wouldn't miss 'em ‘cause dere was so many in de field. It 
vag just too bad for any Nigger what got cotched at dat trick. 
“adday night, slaves was ‘lowed to git together and frolic and cut 
de buck. 

"Christmas Day Marse Billy called us to de big house and 
cive us a little fresh meat and sweet bread, dat was cake. Christmas 
“«wsrn't much difftunt f'um other times.” Jus' more t'eat. Us just 
had dat one day off, and New Year's Day was used as a holiday too. 

"Qh, dem cornshuckin's! All day ‘fore a cornshuckin' dey 
hauled corn and put it in great piles as high as dis here house. Us 


sung all de time us was shuckin' corn. Dere was a lot of dem old 
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shuckin' songs. De one us sung most was: *Whooper John and 
Calline all night.'* Mearse Billy, he give ‘em coffee and whiskey 


all night and dat made 'em git rough and rowdy. Den de shucks did 
fly. Us had one more grand feast when de last ear of corn had done 
been shucked. Dere warn't nothin’ lackin'. 

"Cotton pickin's warn't planned for fun and frolic lak 
cornshuckin's. If Marse Billy got behind in his crops, he a 
sont us back to de fields at night when de moon was bright ane 
sonetimes us picked cotton all night long. Marster give de ‘oman 
what picked de most cotton a day off, and de man what picked de most 
had de same privilege. 

"Old Aunt Martha what nussed de chillun while deir Mammies 


wukked in de field was de quiltint manager. It warn't nothin’ for 
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‘omans to quilt three quilts in one night. Dem quilts had to be 
finished ‘fore dey stopped t'eat a bit of de quiltin' feast. Marse 
Billy ‘vided dem quilts out ‘mongst de Niggers what needed ‘em most. 

"Dem blue and white beads what de grown ‘omans wore was 
jus' to look pretty. Dey never meant nothin' else. Mammy sould 
skeer us down ‘bout rawhead and Sloody Bones. Us was all time a- 
lookin' for him, but he never got dar. What skeered us most was 
painters (panthers) a-howlin' close to our cabins at night. You 
could hear ‘em most any night. When Mamniy wanted to make us behave 
all she had to say was: ‘I hears dem painters comin't' Dat made 
ug jus' shake all over and git mighty still and quiet. De mens 


tried to run dem painters down, but dey never did ketch one. 
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"One of de cabins was allus hatnted atter some of de 
slaves got kilt in it whilst dey was fightin'. Nobody never could 
live in dat cabin no more atter dat widout ha' nts gittin'’ atter ‘em. 
De wust of fem was a ‘oman hatnt what or Could hear sweepin' up 
leaves in de yard and all dat time you might be lookin' hard and not 
see a leaf move. In dat cabin you could all time hear ha'nts 
iovin' cheers and knockin! on de wall. Some of dem ha'nts would 
p'int a gum in your face if you met 'em in de dark. Dem ha'nts was 
too much for me. - 

"Our white folks was good as dey knowed how to be when us 
got sick. I don't ‘member dat dey ever had a doctor for de slaves, 
out dey give us all kinds of home-brewed teas. Pinetogps, mulle in 
snd fat light! ood splinters was biled together Sui aac RoR our 
cure for diff'unt ailments. Scurvy grass tea mixed wid honey was 
good for stomach troubles, but you sho’ couldn't take much of it at 
a time. It was de movin'est medicine! ‘Round our necks us wore 
asafetida sacks tied on strings soaked in turpentine. Dat was to 
keep diseases off of us. 

"What does I 'member ‘bout de war? Well, it was fit to 
“etch our freedom. Marse Billy had a fine stallion. ‘Then de 
sojers was comin', he sont Pappy to de woods wid dat stallion and 
some gold and told him not to let dem yankees find 'em. Dat 
inden Koad squealin' ‘til de yankees found him, and dey tuk him 
and de gold too. Grandma was a churnin' away out on de back porch 
znd she had a ten dollar gold piece what she didn't want dem sojers 
to steal, so she drapped it in de churn. Dem yankees poured dat 


outtgsrmilk out right dar on de porch floor and got grandma's money. 
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Marse Billy hid hisself in a den wid some more money and other 
things and dey didn't find him. Dey tuk what dey wanted of what 
dey found and give de rest to de slavas. Atter de sojers left, 
de disease give it all back to Marster ‘cause he had allus been 
so good to ‘em. 

"Us stayed on wid Marse Billy for sev'ral years atter de 
ware He paid us p10 a month and he 'lowanced out de rations to us 
evvy week; most allus on Monday ‘cause Sundays us had 'nough com- 
pany to eat it all at one time. He give us.three pounds of fat 
meat, a peck of meal, a peck of fiour, 252 worth.of sugar, and a 
pound of coffee. Dat had to last a whole week. 

"I didn't take in nothin' ‘bout abraham Lincoln, Jefferson 
Javis and dat dar Sooker T. Washin'ton man, but I heared folks say 


f 


dey was all right. 

"What is you talkin' "bout Miss? I didn't nead to have no 
vig weddin' when I married Lige Elder. It was a big 'nough thing 
to git a man lak what I got. What did I want to have a big weddin' 
for when all I was atter was my man? Us had done been married 25 
years 'fore us had no chillun. Ee hera Cornelia what I lives wid | 
was our first chile. She ain't got no chillun. Isaac, my boy, has 
sot four chillun. My old man died ‘bout two years ago. 

"I jtined de church ‘cause I was happy and wanted de world 
to know I had done got 'ligion. I think evvybody ought to git 
‘ligion. God says if us do right he will give us all a home in 
dis Heaven. 


"“T'qd ruther have de days us dey is now in some ways. sut 
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one thing I does lak to do is eat and us had a plenty of good 
eatin' den and never had to worry none 'bdout whar it was a-comin' 
f'um. Miss, ain't you through axin' me questions yet? I'm 
tired of talkin'. I done let de fire go out under my washpot 
twice. Dem white folks ain't gwine to lak it if dey has to wait 
for deir clothes, and dis misery in my laigs, it sho’ does hurt 


me bad dis mornin'." 


MARTHA EVERETTE, EX-SLAVE, 
HAWKINSVILLE, GEORGIA 


(INTERVIEWED BY ELIZABEZTH WATSON - 1936) 


Born in Pulaski County about 1848, the daughter of Isaac 
and Amanda Lathrop, Martha Everette has lived all her 


life near where she was born. 
Prior to freedom, her first job was "toting in wood", 
from which she was soon "promoted" to waiting on the 


table, house cleaning, etc. She make no claims to have 
ever "graduated" as a cook, 4S so many old before-the-war 
Negresses do. 

"Aunt" Nartha's owner was a kind man: he never whipped 
the slaves, but the overseer "burnt tem up sometimes." 
and her mother was @ “whipper, too" -= a woman that 


"fannod" her children religiously, so to speak, not over- 


looking Martha. ail the Watson slaves attended the (White) 
Baptist church at Blue Springs. 

Rations were distributed on Sunday morning of each week, 
and the slaves had plenty to eat. The slaves were also 
allowed to fish, thus often adding variety to their regular 
fare. 

Negro woren were taught to sew by the overseers' wives, and 
most of the slaves* clothes were made from aie woven on 


the plantation. The Yankees visited the Lathrop plantation | 


Tee oi? 


in '65, asked for food, received it, and marched on without 
molesting anything or any body. Truly, these were well- 
behaved yankees! 


"Aunt" Marthe says that she remembers quite well when the 


Yankees captured Jefferson Davis. E: and other slave 


children were in the "big house" yard when they heard 


drums beating, and soon saw the Yankees pass with Mr. Davis. | 


"aunt" Martha, now old and decrepit, lives with one of her 
sons, who takes care of her. This son is a gardener and 


a carpenter and, being thrifty, fares much better than 


many Negroes of his generation, 
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LEWIS FAVOR, EX-SLAVE 


Anong Atlanta's few remaining ex-slaves is one Lewis Favors. 
When he fully understood this worker's reasons for approaching him he 
consented to tell what he had seen and experienced as a slave. Chewing 
slowly on a large wad of tobacco he began his account in the following 
manner: *I was born in Merriweather County in 1855 near the present lo- 
cation of Greenville, Georgia. Besides my mother there were sight of 
us children and I was elder than all of them with one exception. Our 
owner was Mrs. Favors, but she wes known to everybody as the "Widow Favors." 
My father was owned by a Mr. Darden who had a plantation in this same county. 
When the "Widow's husband died he left her about one-hundred acres of lend 
end a large sum of money and so she was considered as being rich. She 
didn’t have many slaves of her own and so her son (also a plantation owner) 
used to send some of his slaves over occasionally to help cultivate her 
crops, which consisted of cotton, corn, and all kinds of vegetables." 

In regard to her treatment of the sleves that she held Mr. Favors 
says: “She wasn't so tight and then she was pretty tight too." 

These slaves who were field hands were in the field and at work 
by the time it was light enough to see. They plowed, hoed, and then 
later in the season gathered the crops. After the harvesting was over 
the fences were repaired and rails were split. In rainy weather nobody 
had to work out of doors, instead they shelled the peas and corn and 
sometimes ginned the cotton. At night the women were required to spin 
and to weave. In the winter season no work was requirécat night unless 
they tind not spun as much thread as was required. At such times they 


had to work at night until the amount set had been reached. 
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Mre Favor's mother was the cook for the "Widow Favors" and her 
two neices who lived with her. The Favors had paid the owner of a hotel 
Four hundred dollars to have the hotel cook teach her (Mr. Favors mother) 
to prepare all kinds of fancy dishes. His father was a field hand on 
the Darden plantation. In addition to t'is he repaired all the shoes 
when this was necessary. 

As a child Mr. Favors was not very strong physically and because 
of this the "Widow* made him her pet. He never had to do any work other 
than that of waiting on the mistress while she ate her meals, Even in 
this he had to get up at four o'clock in the morning and help his mother 
in the kitchen. Sometimes he would sweep the yards if he felt like doing 
80. When he grew older he was given the task of picking the seed out of 
the cotton at night. 

On Sundays all the servants were free to do as they pleased, that 
is, with the axception of Mr. Favors, his mother, and the two women who 
serve as maids to the “Widow's* two neices, At other times if a task was 
done before the day was over with they were given the remaining time to so 
as they pleased. However, everybody had a one week holiday at Christmas. 

Mr. Favors made the following statement in regard to the clothing: 
"Everybody were the homespun cotton clothes that were made on the plan- 
tation by the slave women. The women were striped ausenberg dresses 
while the men were ausenberg pants and shirts that had been made into one 
garment. My clothes were always better than the other little fellows, 
who ran around in their shirttails because I was always in the house of 
the "Sidow." They used red gmig clay to do the dyeing with. In the 
winter time cracked feet were common. The grown people were heavy shoes 
called brogans while I wore the cast-off shoes of the white ladies. We 


all wrapped our feet in bagging sacks to help them to keep warm. We were 
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given one complete outfit of clothes each year and these had to last until 
the time for the next issue." 

Sheets for the beds were also made out of homespun material while 
the heavier cover such as the quilts, etz., were made from the dresses and 
the other clothing thet was no longer fit for wear. 

As a general rule all of the slaves on this plantation had enough 
food to keep them well and healthy. At the end of each week the field 
hands were given enough food to last them seven days. For most of them 
the week's supply consisted of three and one«half pounds of pork or fat 
meat, one peck of meal, flour, and black molasses. The only meals that 
they had to prepare fran the above mentioned articles were breakfast and 
supper. Dinner was cooked in the plantation kitchen by one of the women 
who was too old for work in the fields. For this particular meal the slaves 
had some different type of vegetable each day along with the fat meat, 
corn bread, and the pot liquor which was served every day. They were al- 
lowed to cane in from the fields to the house to be served. Breakfast us- 
ually consisted of fat meat, molasses, and corn bread while supper con- 
sisted of pot-liquor, bread, and milk. The only variation from this diet 
was on Sunday when all were allowed to have cisquits instead of cown bread, 
Mr. Favors was asked what happened if anyone's food was all eaten before 
it was time for the weekly issue and he answered: “It was just too bad for 
them *cause they would have to do the best they could until the time came 
to get more." When such a thing happedned to anyone the others usually 
helped as far as their limited supplies would permit. 

Mr. feaeae says that he, his mother, and the two maids ate the same 
kind of food that the "Widow," and her neices were served. After he had 


seen to the wants of all at the table he had to take a seat at bhe table 
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beside his owner where he ate with her and the others seated there. 

There were two one-roamed cabins located directly behind the 
four-roomed house of the "Widow," the entire lot of them were built out 
of legs. These two cabins were for the use of those servants who worked’ 
in the house of. their owner. At one end of each cabin there was a wide 
fireplace which was made of sticks, stones, and dried mud. Instead of 
windows there were only one or two small holes cut in the back wall of the 
cabin. The beds were made out of heavy planks and were called "Georgia 
Looms,“ by the slaves, Wooden slate were used in the place of bed springs 
while the mattresses were merely large bags that had been stuffed to ca- 
pacity with hay, wheat straw, or leaves, The only other furnishings in 
each of these cabins were several benches and a few cooking utensils. 

Mr. Favors says: “We didn't have plank floors like tiese on some of tle 

other plantations; the plain bare ground served as our floor.* As he made 
this statement he reminded this worker that he meant his mother and some of 
the other house servants lived in these cabins. He himself always lived in 
the house with the "Widow Favors? who had provided a comfortable bed along 
with a smell chair for his use. These slaves who worked in the fields lived 
in seferal cabins that were somewhat nearer to their fields than the other 
two cabins mentioned above. 

The remaining buildings on the Favors! plantation were the smokehouse 
and the cook house where in addition to the cooking the younger children were 
cared for by another old person. The woman who cared for these children had 
to also help with the cooking. 

Whenever any of the slaves were sick the doctor was called if con- 


ditions warranted it, otherwise a dose of ca stor oil was prescribed, 
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Mr. Favors stated that after freedom was declared the white people for 
whom they worked gave them hog-feet oil and sometimes beef-oil both of 
which had the same effect as castor oil. If any were too ill to work 
in the field one of the others was required to remain at the eapia or 
at some other convenient piace so as to be able to attend to the wants 
of these so indisposed, 

When Mr. Favors was aku asked if the servants on this plantation 
ever had the chance to learn how to read or to write he answered: "They 
was Xtxref all afraid to even try because they would out these off,” and 
he held up his right hand and pointed to his thumb and forefinger. At 
any rate the "Widow," neices taught him to read a few months before the 
slaves were set free. 

On Sunday all were required to attend the white church in tow. 
They sat in the back of the church es the white minister preached and 
directed the follwing text at them: "Don't steal your master's chickens 
or his eggs end your backs won't be whipped." In the afternoon of this 
same day when the colored minister was allowed to preach the slaves heard 
this text": Obey your masters and your mistresses and your backs won't 
be whippedg All of the marriages were performed by the colored preacher 
who read a text from the Bible and then pronounced the couple being 
married as man and wifee 

Although nobody was ever 501d on the Favors plantation Mr. Favors 
has witnessed the selling of others on the auction block. He says that 
the block resembled a flight of steps. The young children and those 
women who had babies too young to be separated from them were placed on 
the bottom step, those in their early teens on the next, the young men 


and women on the next, and the middle-aged and old ones on the last one. 
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Prices decreased as the auctioneer went from the bottom step to the top 
one, that is, the younger a slave was the more money he brought if he was 
sold. 

Sometimes there were Slaves who were punished by the overseer be- 
cause they had broken some rule. Mr. Favors says that at such times a 
cowhide whip was used@ and the number of lashed that the overseer gave de- 
pended on the slave owner's instructions. He has seen others whipped and 
at such times hse began praying. The only punishment that he ever received 
wes as & little boy and then a switch was used instead of the whip. If the 
"Patter-Roller® caught a slave out in the streets without a pass from his 
master they proceeded to give the luckless fellow five lashes with a whip 
Called the cat-e-nine-tails. They gave six lashes if the slave was caught 
out at night regardless of whether he had a pass or not. 

As none of the slaves held by the "Widow" or her song ever attemp- 
ted to run away there was no punishment for this. However, he has heard 
that on other plantations blood hounds were used to trail those who ran away 
and if they were caught 4 severe beating was administered, 

Sometime after the clv&l'war had begun the "Widow Favors" packed as 
many of her belongings as possible and fled to LaGrange, Georgia. He and his 
mother along with several other slaves (one of whom was an old man) were 
taken along. He never heard any of the white people say anything about the 
war or its possible results. At one time a battle was being fought a few 
miles distant and they all saw the cannon balls fall on the plantation. This 
was when the journey to LaGrange was decided upon. Before leaving the 
"widow" had the slaves to bury all the meat, flour, and other food on the plan- 


tation so that the Yankee soldiers would not get it. Mr. Favors was given 
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about two thousand dollars in gold currency to keep and protect for his 

owner, At various intervals he had to take this money to the "Widow so 

that 4he might count it. Another one of the slaves was given the son's 

gold watch to keep on his person until the Yanks left the vicinity. 

Before freedom was declared Mr. Favors says that he prayed all of 
the time because he never wanted to be whipped with the cowhide, like others 
he had seen. Further he says that it was a happy day for him when he was 
told that he could do as he pleased because he realized then that he could 
do some of the things that he had always wanted to do. 

When freedan was declared for the slaves the Favors femily freed 
slaves valued at one-hundred and fifty thousand dollars. The live stock 
that they sold represented a like sum. Mr. Favors and his mother remained 
with the "Widow," who gave him his board in return for his services and 
paid his mother twenty-five dollars per year for hers as cook. 

"Even after the war things were pretty tough for us" stated Mr. 
Favorse" The plantation owners refused to pay more than thirty or forty 
cents to a person for a days work in the fields. Some of then would not 

- allow an ex-slave to walk in the streets in front of their homes but made | 
them take to the out-of-the-way paths through the woods to reach their 
various destinations. At other times white men cut the clothes fran the 


backs of the ex-slaves whea they were well dressed. If they didn't beg 
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hard enough when thus accosted they might even be cut to death?" After 
the first three years following the war conditions were somewhat better, 
he continued. 

= Mr. Favors says that his old age is due to the fact that he has 
always taken good care of himself and because he has always refrained fron 


those habits that are known to tear a person's health down. 
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THE STORY GF aAuim “RY FERGUSON 
EXe3LAV".. 


"aunt™ Mary Ferguson, née Mary Little, née Mery Shorter, was 
born somewhere in Maryland; the exret locality being design: sed 
by her simply as "the eastern shore" of that state, she was 
born the ehxttel of a planter named shorter, so her first neme, 


of course, was ‘isry Shorter, 


“or many yerrs she has resided with a dsughter and 5s ,rande 


daughter, 6 19°8 Ovk avene, Colunbus, Georgia. 


“Aunt” lary wee about thirteen yeors old wren, in 1860, she was 
sold end brought South. ihe story of wish, as told in her own 


words ia ss follows; 


"In 1360 I wuz a happy ofile. I }ad a good ma an e food paw; one 
Older bruther en one older suster, ana little bruther on a 
baby suster, too. All my fambly wocked in de fields, "septin 


a@ an de two little uns, which I staved st home to mind. (mind « 


ene for). 


"It wug durin’ cotto:: chopping time at yesr (1869), a day Ill 
never Per¢git, when de speckulataws bought me. ‘‘@ geome tone fron 
bre fiel® "bout haf atter "leven dat day an cooked a pood 
Ginner, I bropin her, 9, I never hus formot dat last dinner wie 


my Tox-a$ But, some-ow, I had felt, all de mawnin, lak sumpin was 


2 rim me 
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gwineter hapin'. I could jes feel it in my bones! an’ sho 
nough, bout de middle of the even', up rid my young Marster 
on his hoss, an* up driv two strange white nens in 4 buggy. 
Dey hitch dere hosses an* cum in de house, which skeered re. 
Den one o° de strangers said, ‘git yo clothers, lary; we has 
bought you frum kr. Shorter." I e'menced cryin’ an’ beggin’ 
Lr. shorter to not let ‘em take me away. But he say, ‘yes, 


Lary, I has sole yer, an’ yer must go wid em.’ 


"pen dese strange mens, whose names I ain't never Knowed, tuk 
me ant put me in de buggy an’ driv off wid me, me hollerin* 
at de top of my voice an’ callin my hai Den dem speckulataws 


begin to sing loud - jea to drown at my hollerin’. 


"Us passed de very fiel whar paw an‘ @11 ny fokes wuz wackin, 
an' I] calt out as loud es I could an', as long aa I could see 
tam, “good-bye, kai’ "good-bye, bai’ But she never heared me. 
“Naw, sah, dem white mens wz singin’® so loud La could'n hear 
me! an she could'n see me, caze dey had me pushed down out 


Le sight on de floe o' de buggy. 


t 
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ny ain't never seed nor heared tell of ny Ma an’ Faw, an! 


pruthers, en' susters from det day to dis. 


"“y new owners tuok me to Baltymore, whar dey had herded 


tergether two two-hoss wagon loads o' Niggers. all o° us 


Kiggers wuz. den shipped on a boat to Savanneh, an* frum 


dar us wuz put on de cyars an* sont to Macon. 


“In acon, us wuz sold out, and Doctor (1.2) Little, of 
Talbotton, bought me at oxion (auction) ant tuck me hone 
wid ‘im. Den I wug known as kary Little, instid of 


kary Shorter." 


in the continuation of her narative, "aunt" Lary said that 
the iittles trained her to be a nurse. sefore the war ended, 


she was inherited by kr. Gua (the Jate ion. «w. Ae) Little. 


she remenbders that all the “quality”, young white men who 
went to the wer from Talbotton took hegro men-servants 
(slaves) along with them. These were usually called body- 
servants, and it was a body-servant's duty to cook, wash, 
end do general vai... service for his mater. Ina pinch, he 
was also supposed to raid & hen reost, or otherwise rustle 


food for his “white fokes". 


according to "sunt" Lary, the Little hegroes were very reli- 
gious and given to much loud preying and singing, which often 
ao disturbed pr. Little that he guve orders for them to atop 
it, and also ordered that u#11 lights in the slave quarters be 


out at 9 o*clock each night. 


"So us tuck to slippin' off to a big guily in de pastur to sing 


and pray wher de white fokes couldn’ hear us. 


“My fust baby wig bawned in 1662, during de secon’ year o* 
de war. I has me several me DED ESS my aes ats he died 


*bout seventeen years a@0. 


an ain't never aeed but one hent in my life, an* I didn’ 


| xnon it wus a bent ‘Gil Aunt Peggy (en old slave wornen) tole 
| me 20. Dis hant wus in de shape o° a duok, an" it followed 
me one day frum de big house kitchen ter de hawg pen wher 
"I waz gwine ter slop de hawge. when I got baok, I said, 
‘aunt Peggy, dar's a strange duck done tuck up wid us!’ 

and she sasy, ‘hush, chile, dat's a hanti* JZ been seein’ ‘im 
fur severrel years! an’ dat sholy sakeert mei" 


- when asked if she had ever been whipped when a slave, "Aunt" 
Mery replied, "Yes, and thank God fur it, fur ole Miss taught 
me to be hones* an’ not to steal." She admitted that being 


whipped for stealing made her an honest woman. 


"aunt" kary’s oldest child is now « man of 74. Her hair is 
as white 4s cotton and her eye sight is dim, but she is still 
mentally alert. She says that colored people are natu ally 
religious and that they learned ail their "devilment” from 
the whites. she deplores the wickedness into which the world 
has drifted, tut thanks God that slevery ended when it did. 


She has never had any particular love for the Yankees, and 
thinks that they treated the Southern white folks "most 


scandalously” after the war, yet she feels that she owes then 
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a debt of gratitude for freeing her people. She admits 

that her awful hatred of slavery was born of her sad 

experience es 4 girl when she was so unceremoniously 
separated from her loved ones, #8 previously told. 

hs is also of the firm opinion thet those "specu-~ 

lataws" who brought her from Maryland to Georgia in 1860 

are "brilin in hell fur dey sin” of sgepereting her fron 
er people. | % a - 
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Mast Jesus beer the oro:s alone 
and #11 the world go tree? 

No, shere is a oross for every one; 
there's s croaa for ne; 

This conseerated serosa I shell hear 612 
death shrill set me free, 

And then «o home, my crown to wear; 


there ig s erown for me. 


tang for interviewer bys 


Mery Ferguson, exeslave, 
1928 Onk Street, 
Columbus, (eargir, 
Deoomber 18, 1956. 
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An angular, red~skinned old Negro woman was treeding heavily down 
the dusty sidewalk, leaning on a gnarled stick and telking to a little 
black girl. A "sundown" hat shaded a bony face of typical fuatan cast 
and her red skin was stretched so tight over high cheek bones that few 
wrinkles showede 

"Auntie, “she was asked, “have you time to tell me something about 
slavery times?" "Nottm, I sorry," she answered, "but I gwine to see a sick 
lady now, and I gots to ‘tend to samepin".* "May I come back to see you at 
your house?" "Yas'm, any time you wants. I live in de 1i1' house on de 
canal, it has a ellum tree in front. I riz it from sapling. I name dat lilt 
tree *Nancy* so when I gone, folks kin come by and bow and say ‘Howdy, 
Nancy.'* 

She seated herself on 2 stone step and spread her many skirts of 
gray chambray, hand-sewed with big white stitches. An old wanan came by, 
her shining black face puckered with anxiety, dressed in a stenoned white 
uniform and a battered black hat, well brushed. 

"Morning, Nancy,” she seaide “You look mighty peak-ked dis morning.” 

"Hunh$ * grunted Nancy, "T oughter. I bin to see de mayore JI say? 
'Mr. Mayor, here I is. I ein' got nuttin’ to eat- it aint right for a woman 
my ege to beg food.e Now what yer gwine do ‘bout it? De mayor say: ‘Auntie, 
you go right down to de welfare office at de Court House end tell de lady I 
sont you to git samepin' to eat.' I done dat~-- dey pramise to send a lady, 
but I ain" see no ledy yite™ A heavy sigh rolled out. “I didn't lef! skin 


of meat in my house or a piece of cornpone. But I didn’ take nuttint to 


heart ‘cause de Lord is my helper." 
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The old wanan sighed too. "Yeah, Nancy, das de way dey does. 
I aint gwine keep nasty house for nobody. But white peoplets funny. Dey 
think if you got clean house and bleachin' sheets you mus’ have somepin' 
to eat inside." She clenched her fist, and her voice rosé. "I tells you 
right now I gwine keep my house neat jus' like I bin taught, ef I never 
eits no somepin' tteat and ain' got cornpone in de oven." 

"A poor creeter come to my house today to beg for somepin' to 
eat," said Nancy, "I ain’ got nuttint and I tell her so. She say she 
gWwine to de court-house too," 

"T'wontt do no good," answered the other woman. "Gome over here, 
Nancy. I wants to talk to you." 

With a dignified excuse, Nancy creaked to her long length and moved 
deliberately to the edge of the sidewalk. Whisperings followed, the voices 
of the two old women rising in their excitement, 

"I ain' gwine into somepint I dontt know nuttin' about." 

"Nobody gwine 'swade me either." 

"My husband didn' put no composin' on mee If I don't git but 
one meal a day, I ain’ gwine dirty. I didn' have mouthful t'eat in my house." 

The interested eavesdropper decided that the welfare office had talked 
social security to the women instead of direct relief, and they were worried 
and suspicious about phe matter. The old black woman was getting angrier 
and angriere 

"If any of tem lookin’ for me to have nasty old tore-up house, I aint 
gwine did it. You dunno when sickness come. When my boy got his leg broke 
up, soon as dey could, dey put him off on mew Miz’ Powell say: ‘Steve, if 
you don't be good to your ma, de Lord gwine take your blessing fran you.! 
Dey paid Steve $137.00, Nancy, and he ain't gimmie a nickle! He spent it on 


@ woman in Edgefield. Sut my gal is diffunt. If she aint got but one mouth- 


ful she gwine give me half." 


Pen pe 
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Nancy nodded: “Dat like my gal too." 

The old women took up her complaint again: "Un got daughtere 
When you walk in her house, you think dey is a white person‘’s house. When I 
was workin and able, I put down as many bleachin' sheets as any white 'oman.* 

Naney's ponderous sigh rolled out. She was very "peaked" indeed on 
this hot September morning. "If sister got a hoecake of bread, she gwine 
give it tome. Ain* nobody else to help now- de Lord done come along and 
got evty one of my mother’s chillun but me." 

Seeing that present necessities were too important to permit an 
interview, the visitor said: "Nancy, I'11 see you tomorrow." A preoccupied 
goodbye followed the interviewer, and the excited conversation rose agains 

Three days later Nency was found on the cluttered back porch of her 
house by the canal. She was moving heavily about, picking up behind a white 
boy and her bright-faced grendchild. Her face was still worried, but her 
manner was warm and friendly. 

"I knowed you'd be comin', she said, smiling, "but I looked for you 
yesterday.” Seh sat down and settled herself for conversation, her long 
hands, still nice looking in spite of rheumatism, moving neTyeoeTe over her 
gray chambray lap. “Dis las' gone August I was 72 years old," she hegan,* 
my sister say I older dan dat, but I know I born las! year of de war, We 
born on governor Pickens' place, de Grove plece fur out, and my mother was 
Lizbeth Cohen. Must have was my father a Indian, he pli hear dan me, but 
redder. I kin' member Miss Dooshka Pickens, de one what Went to Hurope. 

Dey put all de lil'-chillun in a row for her to lobk at, and she sittin’ hp 

on her lilt pony lookin at us chillun. She wes a pretty thing, yeah, I 
knowed her well. After de war my mother and father rented land, paid de rent. 
Ye liveded well. I weuld go to schocl three months when we first gether all 


de krep (crop). We had a colored teacher in de Baptist Chruch where dey 
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taught school. De name was Spring Grovee 

"My father died and mother, she moved over in Ca~lina on General 
Butlerts place, She work in de fields. I wouldn! go to school but three 
months in de year. When I growed up I work for Colonel Doctor McKie in de 
housee He de fines' doctor I ever knowed. I got married to General Butler's 
place where my mother was, [I done had six chillun before I come to Augusta. 

I nused to work for Dr. Sam Litchenstein, 17 yeers. He moved to Louisville 
end dat thow me out anything to do. He tried to git me to go down dere wid 
him but I fell in bad health. Den my daughter and dis yere grandchild, I 
couldnt bear to leave dem. I cried when Dr. Sam lef', he was good to me. 

I nused to carry dis grandchild to his house wid me all de time." 

As Nancy's plentation recollections seemed vague, she wes prompted 
to telk about remedies and cures and on these her mind worked with speed and 
decision. 

"I had high blood pressure so bad I couldn' walk right. My head nused 
to spin, laying down all night, couldn’ res. One night I doze off in my sleep 
and a lady's spirit come to me, Her and my mother was two friends, her name 
was Cyndie garde high. She say:. tHoney, in de morning when you. git up, you 
git you some jimpson weed and put it wid cookin' salt and bind it on your head." 
I done det. I1 nused to heve long hair to my shovldere Jimpson weed done cut 
my hair off, but it cured my blood pressure. Mus‘! did kill temj" 

Asked how she treated her rheumatism, Nancy replied: 

"Git a pint glass wid a pint of kerosene in it, and a block of camphor, 
Cut up de camphor Sid mix it round in de kerosene, Pat it on when de pain come. 
When I got up dis morning, dis yere hand I couldn’ move, and now it feel a heap 
better. Lord, I done work so hard thoo' life, and 211 done tuk from mes * 

A moment's silence brought shadows to Nency's face. A twinge in her 


knee reminded her of rheumatism cures. She rubbed the painful spot and resumed: 


‘You know what I am wearin’ on my leg now? 


I made me two 1il* bags and put a Irish potato in it, and when it drawed up 
jus' as hard as a log it done me good. But you got to steal:two Irish 
potatoes, and put around both legs jus' below de knee. I just be leanin* 
back stiff all de time, couldn' walk. A old white man told me about date 
He see me walkin* along crooked and he say: ‘Auntie, what's de matter?' 
I told him. He say: *Now, I']l tell you what cure me. I was off in a furn 
(foreign) country, and a man saw me walking cripple, and he told me to steal 
two Irish potatoes and wear tem, and when dey git hard you burn tem up.t 
I specked I bin crooked up all kind of fashion if I aintt done dat: I always 
bind a piece of brass around my leg, Dast good like gold.” 

The eazer grandchild was hanging over Nancy's shoulder, listening 
and smiling. ‘The white boy edged up, and Nancy laughed. “Hunh} I spects 
dese chillun kin ‘member tomorrow every word { tells you tocay. Dey knows 
everything." Her bony arm encircled the Negro child. "Jooroosalom oak-« 
we got some and give it to dis lil'* thing for worms. She went off in a trance 
and never come out until 2 ofclock next day. I think we got de wrong thing and 
give her root instead of seed. I never fool wid it no more it skeered me 806 
Thought we had killed de child." 

Nancy was asked what her methods were in raising children. 

"Bin so long I most forgot, “she said. All my babies growed straight 
‘cause I swept tem 9 times for 9 mornings from de knees down on out, dataway, 
and bathed tem wid pot liquor and dish water. I aint nused no root cep! 
sassafax roots to make tea outten das good to purge your blood in de spring of 
de year. Drinkin' water fram a horse trough, I hearn' tell das good for whoopint 
cough and all lika~dat, 

Dat daughter of mine, she had & wen on her neck big as a apple. An 

old lady come to mee 'I come to git my child today,' she say, ‘a lady died dis 


morning an@ I wants to take her dere.* Well I didn’ want my child gwine to de 


death house but she take her. De corpse ain’ cold yit. She put her 9 times 
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across, nine times straight, and dat child was cured. Yastm, she got just a6 
pretty face now! Ain‘ no use talkin', she straighten my child, her and de 
Lord’ De wen went and jus' pass away. You got to do it before de corpse 
git cold, just after de breaf' pass out of de body. 

"I done mark three of my chillun, Yas'm, I ruin't three 
of tem. I was een de country and I was gwine thoo' de orchard, and de cherries 
was scarce. I looked up in de man's cherry tree, and one tree was full of 
fruit. Dey jus’ as pretty! I say: "Jim, please sir, give me one of dem 
cherries,' Jim say: ‘No! * [I stood dere wishint for dem cherries, scratchin't 
my wrist, and my child born wid cherry on his wrist, right where I scratch§ I 
took de baby and showed him to old man Jim, and he cry and pray over dat cherry 
and told me to forgive him and he never would do it no more, But he done it dene 

"I live in de country. I come to town where a white man was down here 
on McKinne Street makin’ dat soft white candy. I stood up and wished for ite 
It did look so pretty and I wanted save so bad and I didn’ have no money. I was 
eryin', scratchin’ my forehead over my right eye near de hair. He didn' give 
me none.e When my gal born, she had white mark right on her forehead in de plece 
I scratched. 

"My sister-in-law made me ruin't my other child. ‘Twas an old man coming 
alonge He was ruptured. He had on a white apfon, and she bus' out laughin’ and 
say; ‘Look at dat! *' I jus' young gal, ain‘ be thinkin' and I bus’ out laughin! 
too, he did look funny. I ruin't my boy. He was in de same fix and when I 
look at him I feel so bad, and think ‘dat didn’ have to be.! 

Dis kin happen: anybody see another person wid pretty hair and rub 
dey hair down, dat child gwine have mustee hair too. A old black toman had a 
baby. She seen sanebody wid dat mustee hair (das what we calls black folks 


wid smooth straight hair) and when her child born, everybody say: "Look what dis 


baby got § Long black hair’ * 


Asked about persons born with eauls, Neney grunted: 
"Hunh} My mother said it cover my head, shoulders and all! I kin see 


ghosts. Was a man lived right dere in dat house yonder. His name was Will 
Beasley but we call tim Bee. De fust time he got sick he hed a stroke, den he 

git up. De doctor told him to be careful but he would go out. One night about 

8 o'clock I see him go. I stay sittin't here on dis porch, and about 10 o'clock 
here abtia. Bes out of his house, in his night clothes out de open door and cross 

de yard. He gc behind dat house. I call out: ‘Bee, I thought you was gone off? 
Ee didn* notice me no more dan I never spoke. I got worried about him bein! 

sick and when he come out fram behind de house I sey: Bee, you bes' be gwine 
indorrs, dress lika~dat. You git. sick again.*® He walk straight back in de house. 
Pretty soon here come See down de street, all dressed up in his browm pants and 
white shirt! I grab de bannister just’ a-tremblin' and de hair rizzeda up on my 
head. I knowed den he ain' got long for here. He come on by and say; ‘Nancy, 

how you feelin'?' I say: 'Bee, how long you bin out?" He say: "Why, I bin 

gone since 8 ofclocke' I didn't say nuttin' but I knowed I seed his spirit and 
it was his death. He tooken sick two or three weeks later jus' before Labor Day, 
and died all paralyzed up. A woman come to my house and say: ‘Nancy, give dis to 
Beee' J didnt want to see him if he dyin’ but I went on over. I call: 'Beeg * 
Bee’ * He say: ‘Who dat, you, Miz' Nancy?! I say: ‘Here's a bottle of medicine 


Miss Minnie sont yous! He say: ‘I can't move my right side.' He was: leying wid 


is leg and arm in the air: stiff as a board, He say: "Miz Nency?' I say: 'Hunh?? 


He say: ‘Go down de canal bank and tell my Minnie please come end rub me 'cause 


she know how. I want my Minnie.' Das de ‘oman he bin livin't wid since his wife 


lef’ him, I wait till de King Mill boys come along and call tem. "Tell Mizt 


Minnie dat Will Bee want her to come and rub him,'! But she never did come till 


12 otfclock and he wes dead before she came, 


"I did had a niece what died. He was about 20 years old and a good 
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boye Twas a year in August. I went on so over him, his mother say: 'Don't 
you know his last words was, ‘I'm on my way to heaven and I ain't gwine turn back?! 
Don't worry, Nancy.’ But I did worry. Dat night he come to me in spirit. 
He stand dere and look at me and smile, and he say: "Aunt, I am all righte Aunt, 
I am all right," over and over. Den it went off. I was just as satisfy den, and 
I never worry no more." 

Nancy said she saw ghosts all through her childhood. She ia not 
characterize them as “hants* but spoke of them throughout as ghostse 

"I seed ‘em when I was chillun,* she said, "me and my sister one night 
was comin' from spring. Twas in de winter time and just as cold, twas dark and 
I hed de light. Sister say; ‘Rabe, don't let dat light go out.' Jus' den I 
seed it - a horse's head all spread out in ea A big ball of fire! I yelled: 
"Oh, sister, look at de horse wid e head of fire! ' She knock me out for dead! 
She greb dat light and run home and lef' me in de wood. When I come to I run 
to my mother crying and she say: ‘Now Nancy, you know you kin see ‘em but you 
ought not to tell de other chillun and skeer ‘em. You mus! keep it to yourself.' 
Ever since den, I won't tell nobody what I kin see. Yas'm, I wake up in de 
nighttime and see ‘em standin' all ‘bout dis house. I ain' skeered-- when you 
born wid de veil it jus’ be natchel to see tems Why, I sees tem on de canal 
bank when de fog sprangles through de trees and de shape forms on de ground’, 

"T hears de death alarm too. One kind of call comes from out de sky, 
a big howlin' hoise, loud like aingin' - a reguler tune. De other kind goes 
‘hunummumm' like sanebody moanin'. I was settin' down and de bull bat come 
in de housee Me and de chillun done all we could to git him out de house. «A 
women nex! door was name Rachel. I say: ‘Rachel! Dere's a bull bat in here and 
we can't get him oute' You know what she done? She turn her pocket inside out 


and det bat went out de door jus’ like it came inf Dat a simple thing to do, 


sint it? But it done de work. Det wes on Thursday night. Saturday morning 


I got de news thet my babiest sister was dead. gna: et my boys was wid here 
I was settin' down wid my head bowed, prayin', and a white man dressed in 4 
white robe come in de house and stood before me and say: 'Oh, yeah} I gwine 
take your sisterg Den what your child gwine do?’ I sot down and studied and 
I said: ‘Lord, I'll do de bes' I kine* And Miss you know I had to take dat 
child back! 

"Before I los’ my husband ev'ty time he go out to work I couldn’ hear 
nuttin' but knockint --- ever he step;out de house somebody come to de door and 
knock four slow knocks, If he go off in de night it wouldn’ stop till he git 
vack. I wouldn! tell him ‘ceuse I knowed twould worry him. I say: ‘Sam, les! 
us movee! He say: ‘Honey, we ain’ long bin move here.' But us tcided to 
move anyway. Twas a big show in town. I let all de chillun go to de show, 

Time I got my things fix up to move and went to cook my dinner come de knockint 
four times. I knowed he'd be took sick pretty soon. He didn't ‘low me to work. 
Dat was a good husband#$ I had six chillun. He say: ‘Honey, no§ I workin' 
makin' enough to support youe All I want you to do is keep dis house clean and 
me and my chillun, and I will pay you de five dollers every week de white lady 
would pay you. ‘And he done dat, gimme five dollars every week for myself! 

t, white lady was crazy about my work, jus* her and her husband. I 
got up soon one morning, time he left, and runned up dere and washed her clothes 
and ironed dem. Den I started back home ‘bout noon. I heared somethin’ walkin’ 
behind me. ‘Bip! Bips’ * I look round and didn’ see nuttin'. I kep' a lookin’ 
back and den I heerd a voice moanin' and kind of singing: 'Oh, yeah! I bin here 
and done took your mother. I bin here and done took your sister} Now I'm a-canin' 
to take your husband! ' Talking to me like-dat in de broad open deytimel I say: 
tNo, you won't ! No, you won't § * I commence a runnin’, cryin't inside. When 
I got home I thow myself on de bed shiverin’ and shakin', Twas no Cinner done dat 


day. When he cane hame dat night he tooken sick and never got up again. He knock 


ow, 
ephrd 


on de head of de bed jus* like ide knocks come at de door, when he want me to 
go to him! He never lived but two weeks and went on to de judgment’ 

"One night dey was givin’ my husband toddy. He drink some and wanted 
me to finish it. I told him no, I aint drinkin’ after no sick folks 'cause 
{t mean death. His first cousin tooked it and drank it. He was a fine looking 
man in two months he was. gone too! 

iy husband come to me in spirit any time I git worried upe When I git 
in trouble he'll come and stand over me wid his arms folded behind him. He told 
me one night: ‘You must pray, Nancy. You must pray! Um gwine help, and de 
Lord gwine help you too.’ Missy, how you reckon he gwine helv me if he dead? I 
ask de Lord and beg him to take me too, beg him to please carry me home.” 

Nancy was becoming more and more detebut, and to take her mind from 
the thought of her dead husband, she was asked about remedies. 

hen us had de mumps mother git sardines and take de oil out and rub 
us jaws end dat cure us good. Sassafax for measles, to run de numor (humor) out 
de blood. When de fever gone, she would grease us wid grease from skin of meate 
Git fat light'ood, make fire, cut de skin off bacon meat, broil it over flame and 
let grease drip into a pan, den rub us 411 over for de rashe Couldn* wash us 
you see, ‘cept under de arms a little ‘cause water musn' tech us. For 4 sty in 
de eye we nused to say: 'Sty} Lie! * You see dat call tem a lie and dey go on 
off. ‘Um got a sty! Sty! Lie! ' When witches ride me I took a sifter, An old 
lady told me de nex! time dey cae, ‘you put de sifter in de bed." I done dat 
and dey ain' bother me since. A basin of water under de bed is good 006 

Nancy had an experience with a gold dizger. He came to board, and had 
an inconvenient habit of staying up 211 night. "I nused to have a old man stay 
here wid mee One night I couldn' lay down it was so cold, so I sit up and wrop 
in a blanket. He say: 'Nency, see yonder! In de corner of your yard is a pot 
of golde' Now I knows if you go and git de money what de dead done bury, ooo. 


don't see no paece, so I told him he couldn’ dig in my yerd. I made him move, 


A toman say he went to stay wid her and when she got up one morning he had dug 
a hole in de yard big as a well, so she runned him ort too. He hed all de 
implee-ments but he wouldnt let nobody see him digging in de nee Well 
Miss, I inewde dat gore was truly in my yard, because I got up one night and 
looked out Gere, and a “white ‘omen was standin’ right where de old man say 
twas gold pot. I look et de white lady, a high white lady, and she kep' her 
eye down in dat corner guardin' de gold what she bury$ Den I seed her go on 
off thoo' de gate and I knowed twes de spirit of de woman whet bury ite" 

Nancy did not remember any stories about witches, booger-men or 
animals, but she did give a version of the story of the mistress who was 
buried alive. 

"Dat really did happen in Edgefield," she said. "Marster lost his 
daughter and den his butler went to de cemetery and dugged her up. He was 
gittin’ de jewelries off of her finger when she mdgan; 'Oh, you hurtin' my finger$§ ' 
He runned back to de house and she got up out of de coffin and went to de Big 
Houses She knock on de door and her father went, and he fainted. Her mother 
went, and she fainted. Everyone went to de foor fainted. But her father come 
to himself and he was so happy to have his daughter beck, he said God let de man 
dig her up and git her out alive. He made dat nigger rich. Gin him a whole 
plantation end two big carriage horses and a great big carriage and I dunno how 
much gold and silver. Told him he didn’ want him to do anything but sit down 
and live off of what he gin him de res' of his life. 

Nancy asked her visitor to write a postcard to her "dear doctor" in 
Louisville and tell him she was having a hard time, Seh insisted thai die card 
be signed: “Your Carrie “ryer what used to work for you, with love." 


Came back and see me some more,” she begged wistfully, “I bin callin' 


you in my mind all week." 
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EX~SLAVE INTERVIEW 


ANDERSON FURR 
Ex-Slave - Age 87, 


Anderson Furr's address led the interviewer to a 
physician's residence on Broad Street, where she was directed to 
a small frame house on the rear of the lot. The little three- 
room cottage has a separate entrance from Fulaski Street. Three 
stone steps lead from the street to the narrow yard which is en- 
closed by a low rock coping. Anderson rents only one room and the 
remainder of the house is occupied by Annie Sims and her husband, 
George, who works at the Holman Hotel. 

Reclining comfortably in a cane-backed chair, with 
his walking stick conveniently placed across his knees, Anderson 
was enjoying the shade of a wide spread oak tree in the tidy yard. 
His costume consisted of a battered old black felt hat, a dingy 
white shirt, dark gray pants, and scuffed black shoes. Asked if 
he remembered the days when the North was fighting the South for 
his freedom, Anderson replied: “"'Member figntin'! Why, Lady! Dey 
ain't never stopped fightin' yit. Folks has been a-fightin' ever 
since I come in dis world, and dey will be fightin’ long atter I 
is gone. 

"I distmembers what was de name of de town whar I 
was dswaets put it was in Hall County. Lydia and Harl Strickland 
was my Ma and Pa. All of deir chillun is daid now ‘cept me and 


Bob. De others was: Abe, Bill, Jim, and Sarah. Dere ain't much 
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to tell ‘bout what us done dem days, ‘cept play and eat. Dem 
what was big ‘nough had to wuk. 

“Lordy, Miss! It's lak dis: I is a old Nigger, 
and I done been here for many years, but dese last few years I sho' 
has been a sick man, and now I can't git things straight in my 
mind lak dey was den. I knows us lived in log houses what had 
great big chimblies made out of sticks and mud. Why, dem fire- 
places was ‘bout eight feet wide, and you could put a whole stick 
of cord wood on de fire. -Us slept on high-up old timey beds 
what had big posties and instead of springs, dey had stout cords 
wove ‘cross to hold de mattress. De last time I slept on one of 
dem sort of beds was when I was a little boy, sleepin' wid my Ma. 
Pa end Ma was both field hands. Ma's mammy was de onliest one of 
my grandmas I ever seed. Her name was Ca'line and she lived wid 
Grandpa Abe on another plantation. Ma's sister, my aunt Ca'line 
was cook up at our Old Marster's big house. 

"Money? Yessum! Dey gimme a little money now and 
den for totint water to de field, sweepin’ de yards, and a million 
other things dey used to make me do. De most dey ever gimme was 
50 cents. I never spent none of it, but just turned it over to my 
Ma. Chillun warn't ‘lowed to spend money den lak dey does now, 
‘cause dey had evvything dey needed anyhow. Old Marster, he give 
us plenty somepin t'eat, such as it was. Dere wes lots of corn- 
bread,a little meat now and den, collards, whip-poor-will peas and 


dem unknown peas what was most big as a dime, and black ‘lasses - 


dat was lallyho. 
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"Us cotch lots of ‘possums, but mighty few of 
tem us Niggers ever got a chance to eat, or rabbits neither, 

Dey made Niggers go out and hunt ‘em and de white folks et ‘em. 
Our mcuths would water for some of dat ‘possum but it warn't often 
dey let us have none. I dontt know nothin’ "bout no fishint bein’ 
done dem days. Yessum, Slaves had deir own gyardens, and dey 
better wuk ‘tem good if dey wanted any gyarden sass to eat. Cookin' 
was done in dem big open fireplaces, mostly in pots and thick iron 
skillets what had lids on ‘em. 

*Boys wore long blue striped shirts in summer and 
nothin't else a t'all. Dem shirts was made just lak mother hubdbards. 
Us wore de same thing in winter only dem shirts was made new for 
winter. By summer dey had done wore thin. When de weather got too 
cold, Marster give us old coats, what grown folks had done most wore 
out, and us warn't none too warm den wid de wind a-sailin’ under our 
little old shirt tails. Our shoes was rough old brogans what was 
hard as rocks, and us had to put rags inside ‘em to keep ‘em from 
rubbin't de skin off our foots. Us didn't know what socks and 
stockin's was den. 

"Merse Earl Strickland owned us. Miss Sarah was 
his old toman and dey was sho' mighty good to deir slaves. White 
folks was heap better folks den dan dey is now anyhow. Now-a-days 
dey Will knock you up right now, and won't be long ‘bout it. I 
can't git up no ricollections ‘bout ‘em havin' no chillun a ttall, 
Seems lak I know for shot dey didn't have none. Dey never had no 


fine house neither; jus' a plain common house wid a chimbly at both 


ends. 
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"Oh, Lord! Marster never had no overseer; no 
cartiage driver neither; didn't even have no cartiage yit. He 
did have a surrey what he hitched mules to and driv for hisself. 
Warn't no hoss on dat plantation, nothin' tcept mules. 

“How big was dat plantation? Good Granny! it was 
so big I never did git all de way over it, and dere must a been 
15 or 20 slaves. Old Merster got us up "bout sunrise and fetched 
us in at sundown. He was all time knockin’ on his Niggers ‘bout 
somepin. He ‘lowed dey didn't do dis, or dat, a somepin else 
right - he allus had to have some 'scuse to knock ‘em ‘round,.” 

A little Negro boy, possibly five years old, came 
up to Anderson with a peach in his hand and said: “Look, Uncle 
Anderson, U.T. done gimme dis peach what he stole off dat dar 
wagon.” The old man reached out his hand. "Boy, you gimme dat 
peach,” he commanded. "You knows I lak peaches. Give it to me, 
I saye I do declar', nigger chillun jus' got to steal anyhow, 
Run git yourself ‘nother peach off dat wagon, but don't you let dat 
man see you git it. Fut dat peach under your shirt ‘til you gits 
in dis yard, and if you leave dis yard ‘gain I'll buss your haid wide 
open. Does you heer me, Boy? 

“What was dat you was a-axin' "bout jails, hiss? 
Yessum, us had ‘’em. Niggers would git too rowdy-lak, @rinkin’ 
liquor and fightint, and dat was when de white folks slapped ‘em 
in de gyardhouse, widout a bite to eat. Gyardhouses is called jails 
dese days. I'se lak my Ma. I'se ea fighter. Ma would jump on any- 


body what looked est her twice. De onliest time 1 ever got in de 
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gyardhouse was a long time atter de end of de big War. A man owed 
me some money, and when I axed him for it, he got mad and knocked 
me down. I got right up and knocked him out, and right den and dar 
I wes sont to de gyardhcuse. 

"Good Lord, Miss! Slave folks warn't ‘lowed no time 
for to larn readin' and writin’. Deir time was all tuk up in de 
field at wok. Slaves went to de white folkst church, but one thing 
sho' dey couldn't read de Bible for deirselfs and couldn't write none. 
Just to tell de truth, I didn't take in what dey sung at church, but 
I aintt forgot dem baptizin'ts. I'se been to so many of ‘em. LEvvy- 
body went in dem days. Dere warn't no place in de church houses for 
to be ducked dem days, so de white folks had a pool dug out by de 
branch for de baptizin's, and white folks and slaves was ducked in 
de same pool of water. White folks went in fust and den de Niggers. 
Evvybody what come dar sung a song ‘bout ‘My Sins hes all been Washed 
Away, and I is White as Snow.’ 

"Slave fun'rals was mournful sights, for.shot. Dem 
hone-mede coffins was made out of pine planks, and dey warn't painted 
or lined or nothin'. And sleve coffins warn't no diffunt from de 
ones de white folks used. Our iiarster sot aside a spot in his own 
buryin' grounds for de slaves‘ graveyard. When dey was a-buryin' 
folks dey sung a song what went somepin lak dis: ‘Oh, Lord! Us 
takes ‘em to de Graveyard, Never to #etch ‘em Back.’ 

"If slaves did run off to de North, I never heared 


nothin' tbout it. Oh, Lord! I jus' can't telk ‘bout dem patterollers, 
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for it looked lak all de white folks tried to jine up wid ‘em. 

How dey did beat up us pore Niggers! Us had to git a pass for dis 
and a pass for dat, and dere jus' warn't nothin’ us could do widout 
dem patterollers a-beatin'’ us up. Dey beat you wid a cowhide lash 
what cut a gash in your back evvy time it struck you. Yessum, white 
folks and Niggers was all time quar'ellin' and fightin'. 

"Nhen slaves gov in from de fields dey et deir 
somepin t'teat and went to bed. Dey didn't have to wuk on Saddays 
atter dinnertime. When our old Marster turned us loose, he turned 
us lxose; and when he wuked us, us shot wes wuked. De young folks 
had deir big times on Sadday nights. Dey danced and frolicked 
‘round sort of lak dey does now. avvybody went to de meetin* house 
on Sunday, and dere'’s whar Niggers had a good time a-courtin'. 

"Christmas was de time when old Marster let us do 
pretty much as us pleased. Us had all kinds of good things t'eat, 
and atter us drunk a lot of liquor it warn't long 'fore dere was a 
Nigger fight goin’ on. Yessum, us had cornshuckin's, cotton pickin's, 
quiltin's, log rollin's, and ell sich es dat. wid plenty tteat and 
food liquor to drink on hand, Niggers would shuck corn or pick cotton 
all night. It was de big eats and lots of liquor dat made slaves 
lak dem things. 

“Little slave boys played wid sun-baked marbles, 
made of mud, and old rag balls, what was sho’ a heap diffunt from 


what chilluns thinks dey hes got to have dese days ‘fore dey kin 


have a good time. 
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“Marster had mighty good keer tuk of his slaves 
when dey got sick. UDere warn't many doctors dem days. Dey jus' 
used home-made medicines, mostly teas made out of yarbs (herbs). 

I just can't git up no ricollection of what yarbs dey did put in 
dem teas. I does ‘member dat chillun had to live wid bags of 
assfiddy (asafetida) ‘round deir necks to keep off ailments. Ma 
give me and Bob, each one, a block of dat assfiddy for good luck. 
I throwed my block ‘way a few years ago, and I ain't had nothin' 
but bad luck ever since. Jat‘*s why I can't git up de things you 
wants to know ‘bout. My mind just don't wuk right no more. 

"Dem yankees was on de go all de time. One of ‘em 
come to old marster's house and axed one of my uncles to go off wid 
him. Uncle was old and skeered and he thought de yankees might kill 
him or somepin lak dst. ‘When de “iar was done over, old Marster 
told us ‘bout how things was. de said us was free and would have to 
do de best us could for ourselfs. Dem wes haopy days for Niggers. 
Dey shot didn't take no more foolishment off of white folks atter dat, 
and dey don't pay ‘em no mind now. Niggers got so bad atter dey got 
deir freedom dat de ku Kluxers come ‘round and made ‘em bethave deir- 
selfs. One of dem Kluxers come to our nouse and set down and talked 
to us ‘bout how us ought to act, and now us was goin’ to nave to do, 
if us 'spected to live and do well. Us allus thought it was our own 
sld Marster, all dressed up in dem white robes wid his face kivvered 
up, and a-talkin’' in a strange, put-on lak, voice. None of Marster'’s 
Niegers never left him for ‘bout two or three years. vere warn't no 


way for Niggers to buy no land 'til atter dey could make and save up 
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some money. Marster jus‘ paid up his Niggers once a year, at de 
end of crap time. It warn't long atter de Wer was over ‘fore dere 
was some few schools for Niggers scattered ‘round ‘bout. 

"When did I git married? Lordy, Miss! Such things 
de giverment do want to know ‘bout pore old Niggers! It warn't ‘til 
ten years atter us was freed, dat me and Martha Freeman got married 
up together. Dat was one shot ‘nough fine weddin' what Miss Sallie 
Morton and our other white friends give us. Dey give us evvything 
us had at dat big old feast. Dere was three tables full, one for 
de white folks, and two for de Wiggers, and dem tables was jus’ 
loaded down wid good things. fillie and lda wes de onliest chillun 
me and martha had, and dey never lived to zit grown, Martha died 
out and den I married up wid mamie white. Us didn't heve no chillun 
end Mamie's daid now. Dey'ts all daid ‘cept me. 

"T] thinks it was a good thing Mr. Lincoln and Mr. 
Davis did set us free, and I shot hopes de giverment won't never 
fetch slavery back no morée 

"TIT never will forgit de day I jined up wid Morton's 
Baptist Church. I nad done helped my Ya build it from a brush arbor 
to a sho’ tnough church house. De reason I jined up was ‘cause de 
Nerster had done changed me from nature to Grace. I thinks evvybody 
olght to jine up in de church ‘cause it's de Lord's will. 

"Miss, I done told you all I knows and I'se a sick man, 


so go ‘long wid you and let me teke my rest.” 


